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I 

THE  DOVER  ROAD 

IT  wanted  a  quarter  to  seven  on  the  evening 
of  the  day  on  which  fell  the  1 2th  of  September 
in  the  year  1670.  Along  the  white,  winding 
road  leading  from  Canterbury  to  Dover  two 
horsemen  trotted  briskly.  They  sat  their 
steeds  like  cavaliers  and  gentlemen,  and  the 
foremost  twitched  the  curb  occasionally  in  an 
absent  way  like  a  man  whose  thoughts  are 
further  afield  than  boot  and  saddle.  He  was 
a  dark-faced  man,  but  not  so  swarthy  as  his 
companion,  who  had  no  touch  of  English 
blood  in  his  colouring  and  uo  spice  of  English 
manner  in  his  mien.  He  was  pleasant-looking, 
this  first  rider,  and  his  bird-like  eye  roamed 
over  the  prospect  with  a  lively  interest  in 
men  and  things,  and  his  brow-pucker,  together 
with  that  tug  of  the  rein,  denoted  a  rooted 
dislike  to  responsibility  and  trouble. 

His  companion  was  slight,  almost  angular, 
and  none  too  well  favoured  for  British  taste, 
for  his  nose  was  long  and  hooked,  his  eyes 
were  small,  black,  and  inscrutable,  his  hair  was 
thin,  and  his  moustache  had  a  fierce  up-turn 
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which  did  not  suit  his  facial  contour,  albeit 
fell  into  the  fashion  of  the  time.  They  both 
wore  heavy  riding-cloaks  and  thick  beavers, 
and  surely  the  season  wanted  it,  for  it  was  chilly. 

"  Can  yonder  dark  point  be  the  castle, 
Chevalier  ?  "  asked  the  second  horseman  in 
guttural  French — evidently  not  his  mother 
tongue. 

"  My  faith,  I  hope  so,  for  I  am  weary 
with  this  monotonous  road,"  replied  the 
Chevalier,  with  the  glib  speech-turn  of  the 
Gallic  native. 

"  Yet  we  have  not  lacked  excitement," 
observed  the  other. 

The  Chevalier  shrugged. 

"  What  ?  Not  since  we  left  Banbury  ?  And 
what  is  the  dropping  of  one  highwayman  on 
a  trot  of  so  many  miles  ?  Sacristi,  Senor,  in 
your  sister  country  the  morning's  sortie  made 
much  better  fun." 

"  England  is  not  enlivening,"  observed  the 
Portuguese. 

"  No.  Methinks  'tis  deadly  stupid  at  times. 
So  far  I  have  found  but  one  '  good  spirit '  in 
it — not  of  my  own  land.  Peste  !  " 

A  bullet  whistled  through  the  hedge  and 
struck  his  saddle-pommel.  He  wheeled  his 
horse  round,  aimed  at  the  spot  whence  the  shot 
came  and  fired.  Four  masked  horsemen 
immediately  sprang  from  various  points  of  the 
road  and  galloped  quickly  towards  the  pair. 

The  Portuguese  was  not  much  of  a  fighter. 
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The  Frenchman  fought  for  six.  One  of  the 
horsemen  quieted  the  Senor  in  cowardly 
fashion  with  a  blow  on  the  head  from  a  pistol- 
butt.  The  Chevalier  stood  his  ground  alone, 
gradually  backing  so  that  he  should  be 
silhouetted  against  the  setting  sun,  and  its 
beams  could  dazzle  the  eyes  of  his  assailants. 

This  was  wise,  and  proved  effective  ;  so, 
too,  did  the  narrow  road,  for  he  stood  cross- 
ways,  and  the  immobility  of  his  horse — a 
charger  which  had  come  through  the  Franco- 
Spanish  wars — resisted  all  attempts  of  the 
rogues  to  steal  a  side-march  on  him.  Two 
went  down  at  his  gun-shot,  and  one  was 
daring  enough  to  grapple,  but  the  Chevalier 
was  quick  and  unscrupulous,  and  a  stream  of 
blood  presently  burst  from  the  fellow's  throat 
and  flowed  over  his  jerkin,  for  though  he 
sought  to  hamper  the  Frenchman's  right 
pistol-hand  the  Gaul  was  prepared,  and 
throwing  aside  the  exploded  firearm  which 
he  gripped  in  his  left,  caught  like  lightning 
at  his  dagger. 

When  the  man  had  dropped  from  his  horse 
and  lay  in  the  road  the  Chevalier  looked  for 
the  other,  and  descried  him  speeding  across  the 
fields  at  his  horse's  length. 

"  C'est  fini !  "  observed  the  Frenchman, 
replacing  his  pistols  in  their  holsters. 

The  condition  of  his  friend  now  became 
his  care.  He  dismounted  and  carefully 
examined  him. 
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"  A  nasty  thwack  !  but  the  garlic-munching 
rascal's  skull  is  thick." 

With  this  remark  he  lifted  the  Portuguese 
from  the  ground  and  hoisted  him,  insensible 
and  inert,  on  to  the  pommel  of  his  saddle.  No 
easy  matter. 

"  Steady,  Bel'amie."  And  the  charger  stood 
like  a  thing  of  stone.  If  she  had  not  he  must 
have  left  the  Portuguese  in  the  road.  As  it 
was,  in  half  an  hour  he  cantered  up  the  steep 
and  reached  the  moat  of  Dover  Castle  with 
the  Sefior  slung  across  his  horse's  withers  and 
a  riderless  animal  trotting  behind. 

"  Who  goes  there  ?  "  shouted  the  sentinel 
beyond,  poising  his  petronel. 

"The  Man  Who  Bears  the  Key,"  replied 
the  Frenchman. 

The  petronel  went  down,  and  the  rusty 
chains  creaked  as  the  plank  fell  and  the 
Chevalier  bore  his  burden  across  the  bridge 
and  entered  the  courtyard  past  the  postern, 
which  opened  to  his  "  Sesame  "  as  the  draw- 
bridge had  done. 

The  castle  yard  was  pretty  full,  although 
the  Chevalier  was  well  aware  that  the  fortress 
was  on  holiday  garrison,  and  the  retainers  and 
courtiers  had  fled  with  its  royal  lodgers, 
none  of  whom  were  now  in  residence,  their 
furbelows  and  fripperies  giving  place  to  bando- 
liers and  musketoons. 

He  rode  into  the  centre  of  a  group  of  leather- 
jerkined  fellows. 
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"  Where  is  Colonel  Addington  ?  "  he  de- 
manded in  slow,  laboured,  broken  English. 
"  Look  to  the  gentleman.  He  is  wounded." 

"  Colonel  Addington  comes  yonder,"  said 
the  foremost,  while  he  and  his  companions 
prepared  to  relieve  the  Frenchman  of  his 
burden. 

Colonel  Addington  was  the  castle 
seneschal.  As  he  came  to  the  horse's  side  the 
Chevalier  leaned  forward  and  whispered  to 
him. 

The  whisper  was  but  a  breath,  and  evidently 
called  for  no  verbal  reply  or  debate.  As  he 
dismounted  Colonel  Addington  doffed  his 
plumed  hat  and  bowed. 

"  You  are  welcome,  Chevalier,"  he  said, 
"  but  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  have  had  trouble 
on  the  road." 

Again  the  Frenchman  shrugged. 
"  The  Serior  got  it,"  he  observed,  "  and  the 
knaves  too,  but  I — psha,  'tis  nothing — but — 
Monsieur  le  Colonel,  I  am  thinking  that 
when  we  return  'twould  be  as  well  to  prevent 
trouble." 

"  You   shall  have  as   strong   a   guard   as   I 
can    muster.       Take    the    gentleman    to    the 
White  Tower  ;    put  him  to  bed,  and  call  the  . 
leech." 

The  fellow  who  supported  the  wounded 
man  suddenly  looked  up. 

"  He  is  coming  to,"  he  said,  glancing  back 
at  his  charge  as  he  spoke  with  a  queer  mixture 
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of  fear  of  his  superiors  and  the  insular  dislike 
and  distrust  of  all  foreigners  in  general  and 
Portuguese  in  particular,  as  being  spies  and 
Papists,  at  that  time  rife  in  the  vulgar  mind. 
"  He  is  coming  to  and  he  would  speak." 

The  Frenchman  went  to  his  companion  and 
bent  over  him. 

The  wounded  man  made  strenuous  efforts 
to  articulate.  The  Chevalier  put  his  ear  close 
to  his  mouth  to  catch  the  request.  After 
much  trial  the  palsied  tongue  of  the  Portu- 
guese turned  itself  round  a  word  that  made 
the  Frenchman  start  back  and  look  at  him  in 
amazement. 

He  made  no  request.  He  merely  muttered  a 
name  :  ^ 

"  Coleman." 


II 

THE  STUDENT  FROM  ST.  OMER'S 

COLEMAN  ! 

What  was  there  in  the  name  that  it  should 
so  trouble  these  two  men  ?  Yet  when  the 
Chevalier  had  seen  his  friend  comfortably 
tucked  up  under  the  leech's  care  he  followed 
Colonel  Addington  through  the  castle  corridors 
with  a  step  which  had  lost  much  of  its  habitual 
elasticity  and  a  face  grown  grave  in  spite  of 
his  racial  mercurialism. 

They  reached  the  chamber  which  had  been 
devoted  to  the  use  of  King  Charles  the  First 
upon  his  enforced  visitation  to  Dover  Castle, 
and  Colonel  Addington  knocked  on  its  door 
with  the  wards  of  a  key  from  the  bunch  he 
carried. 

A  man  presented  himself.  A  pale-faced, 
white-haired  man,  with  the  eye  of  an  enthusiast, 
the  forehead  of  a  sage,  the  lean  lips  of  the 
ascetic,  and  the  cranium  and  chin  of  an 
unscrupulous  statesman.  He  was  middle-aged 
in  spite  of  his  white  hair,  and  his  penthouse 
brows  served  as  shields  and  blinds  to  his  full, 
light-blue  eyes.  He  was  dressed  in  a  riding 

7 


8     ROMANCE  OF  A  STATE  SECRET 

dress  of  dark  stuff,  and  it  was  impossible  to 
fix  his  status  or  nationality  by  his  exterior. 

The  last  was  easily  done  when  he  greeted 
the  Chevalier  in  fluent  French : 

"  My  son,  I  am  charmed  to  see  you." 

The  Chevalier  did  not  seem  so  charmed  to 
see  him.  The  capacity  for  deduction  was 
beginning  to  grow  active  and  operative  in 
the  Chevalier's  brain.  He  could  not  explain 
the  meaning  of  the  word  which  had  burst 
from  the  Portuguese  until  the  man  revived 
sufficiently  to  talk,  but  that  one  word  and  the 
unlooked-for  appearance  of  this  newcomer 
seemed  to  disturb  the  volatile  and  easy-going 
temperament  of  the  Frenchman.  It  would 
have  been  difficult,  perhaps,  for  him  to  tell 
one  why  this  was,  save!  that,  as  we  shall  see 
by-and-by,  the  case  with  the  Chevalier 
savoured  of  the  habit  of  the  time  concerning 
politicians,  agents,  representatives,  and  am- 
bassadors in  general — a  little  knowledge  was  a 
dangerous  thing. 

With  the  Tudors  and  the  Stuarts  their 
viceroys  knew  as  little  as  may  be  of  the  matters 
on  the  governmental  carpet.  They  were  post- 
men and  special  messengers,  that  was  all. 
Behind  their  backs,  before  their  eyes,  and 
under  their  noses,  kings  did  strange  things 
and  turned  their  ministers  and  plenipoten- 
tiaries into  tools  or  traitors  as  it  pleased  them. 

The  Chevalier  knew  this,  and  he  looked 
at  the  man  in  the  doorway  with  a  spice  of 
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suspicion  born  of  his  connexion  with  the  idea 
educed  from  the  Portuguese. 

He  glanced  at  the  seneschal  and  spoke  out : 

"  Father  Colombier  !  It  is  surprising  to  see 
you  in  England." 

"  Wherefore,  my  son  ?  Are  not  our  lands 
on  the  best  of  terms  ?  Did  you  not  know 
that  I  came  over  after  the  death  of  Madame 
the  Queen-Mother  ?  My  son,  you  need  not 
stay.  Monsieur,  will  you  step  inside  ?  " 

The  priest  raised  his  hand,  and  Colonel 
Addington,  bending  slightly  to  receive  the 
clerical  blessing  with  the  duty  of  a  good 
Catholic,  left  them  to  enter  the  room 
together. 

It  held  an  occupant.  By  the  window, 
reading  at  a  table,  sat  a  young  man.  When  he 
rose,  which  he  did  on  the  entrance  of  a  stranger, 
he  showed  himself  tall  and  graceful,  about  nine- 
teen or  twenty  years  of  age,  of  a  pale  olive 
complexion,  with  dark,  limpid  eyes,  somewhat 
hard  features,  massy,  plentiful  hair,  and  the 
full,  pursed  lower  lip  of  the  invincible  egoist. 
This  last  trait,  and,  indeed,  the  whole  person- 
ality of  the  man,  puzzled  the  Chevalier,  as 
bearing  a  strong  resemblance  to  some  one  he 
had  seen.  |  But  he  could  not  place  it,  although 
the  impression  was  deepened  by  the  suavity 
of  the  youth's  speech. 

"  M.  de  Rohan,  this  is  the  Chevalier  de 
Grammont,"  introduced  the  priest. 

"  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  meet  you, 
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Chevalier,"  said  the  young  man  politely,  with 
a  gracious  shyness. 

The  Chevalier  bowed. 

"  I  presume  it  is  to  you  my  mission  from 
her  Majesty  is  directed,  monsieur — to  Mon- 
sieur Henri  de  Rohan — of  St.  Omer." 

"  That  is  right,  monsieur.  You  have  a 
letter  for  me  from  the  Queen." 

"  In  my  shoe." 

The  young  man  smiled.  He  never  really 
laughed,  this  solemn  boy.  And  the  French- 
man, without  ceremony,  sat  down  and  drew 
off  his  heavy  riding-boot,  out  of  the  lining  of 
which  he  took  the  royal  missive. 

Its  addressee  took  the  paper^with  a  peculiar 
formal  gravity,  opened  and  read  it,  and  gave 
it  to  the  priest — whose  hand,  by  the  way,  had 
snatched  at  it  from  the  Frenchman's,  a 
manoeuvre  ignored  by  that  wily  diplomat. 

A  quick  glance  passed  between  the  priest 
and  the  young  man. 

"  Your  pardon,  father,"  he  said. 

"  Your  spiritual  adviser  is  a  good  judge, 
my  child,"  observed  the  priest  mildly,  making 
his  silvery  voice  more  silvery  still. 

He  read  the  letter  and  turned  to  the 
Chevalier. 

"  It  is  necessary  we  start  for  London,  sir," 
he  said. 

The  Chevalier  bowed. 

"  My  companion  is  the  Sieur  Defaria — her 
Majesty's  gentleman.  He  has  received  a  nasty 
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blow  on  the  head,  and  is  resting  it  off  below. 
When  he  is  recovered  we  are  at  your 
service." 

"  When  you  please,  sir.  Can  I  see  the 
Senor  ?  How  did  the  blow  come  ?  ': 

De  Grammont  explained.  After,  the  three 
left  the  room  and  went  towards  the  leech's 
apartment  to  inquire  into  the  condition  of  the 
Portuguese  gentleman. 

At  the  door  they  were  met  by  the  doctor 
himself,  a  stolid,  rigid  Presbyterian,  an  old 
Parliament  man,  who  fostered  a  hatred  for 
all  things  and  folks  "  French,  foreign,  and 
Papistical."  He  prayed  to  be  delivered  from 
Hell  and  the  Papists  in  one  breath,  and  he 
glared  as  darkly  as  he  dared  at  the  three 
French  gentlemen  before  him,  singling  out 
Grammont  for  the  honour  of  interlocution. 

"  He  wishes  to  see  you  alone." 

The  Chevalier  entered  the  room.  The 
Senor  had  revived  sufficiently  to  sit  up.  He 
was  seated  by  the  fire.  His  face  was  pale  and 
his  head  bandaged,  but  he  could  speak. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  come,  Chevalier. 
I  cannot  sleep  until  I  tell  you,  and  repose  is 
my  cure  since  the  blood-letting." 

"  Sleep  is  life  to  you,  Senor.  Why  don't 
you  sleep  ?  " 

"  I  can't  until  I  let  you  know." 

"  Let  me  know  what  ?  " 

"  The  identity  of  the  man  who  hit  me  on 
the  head.  I  caught  sight  of  his  face  clearly 
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under    the    sunbeams.      The     mask    slipped 
aside." 

"  You  told  me  his  name  a  while  back.    Was 
that  the  man  ?  " 
"  Yes." 

"  Edward  Coleman,  the  Duke's  secretary  ?  " 
"  Yes.  What  does  it  mean,  Chevalier  ?  " 
"  I  cannot  tell.  It  is  beyond  me.  Coleman 
on  the  highway.  Colombier  in  the  Keep. 
All  for  a  St.  Omer's  sucking-pig.  Peste !  I 
give  it  up,  and  shall  be  glad  when  I  land  the 
Jesuit  bantling  in  London.  He  wants  to 
speak  to  you,  he  and  the  priest.  Give  them  an 
audience,  if  your  sinister  Esculapius  will  have 
it — and  then — ma  foi  !  go  to  sleep — and 
forget." 


Ill 

THE  COCKPIT 

IN  1670  three  men  danced  on  the  platform 
of  the  theatre  of  public  opinion,  and 
were  alternately  crowned  with  the  parsley- 
garland  of  popularity  and  pelted  with  the 
garbage  of  abuse.  The  first  of  these  was 
Anthony  Cooper,  Lord  Ashley,  President  of 
the  King's  Cabal  or  Cabinet.  What  man's 
actions  have,  before  or  since,  led  to  more 
lively  contradictions  ?  The  second  was  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham — a  bladder,  a  boaster, 
and  an  ineptitude ;  easily  deluded,  more 
easily  duped  ;  whose  ducal  coronet  encircled 
more  than  nature  intended.  It  does  not 
need  the  scathing  genius  of  a  Dryden  or  a 
Pope  to  make  posterity  despise  the  second 
Duke  of  Buckingham.  The  third — eh,  well, 
we'll  come  to  him  presently,  as  he  was  no 
statesman,  and  the  people  loved  him  for  the 
same  reason  that,  in  their  secret  souls,  they 
love  the  devil.  Because  he  was  so  naughty — 
and  so  nice. 

The  profligacy  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham's 
life  was  notorious.    The  probabilities  are  that 

13 
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in  another  age  this  condition  of  things  would 
not  have  been  permitted  in  the  first  Minister 
of  the  realm,  but,  as  all  lies  in  the  relative 
and  force  is  opposed  by  force,  so,  in  morality, 
unyielding  bigotry  and  asceticism  breed  broad 
tolerance  and  unrestrained  licence  as  their 
counteractions.  So,  while  a  section  of  the 
community  condemned  his  Grace's  domestic 
entourage,  another  section,  and  a  large  one, 
on  looking  at  the  poor,  weak-minded,  sickly 
Duchess  of  Buckingham,  shrugged  its  shoulders, 
saying : 

"  What  could  the  poor  man  do  ?  " 

Also,  the  times  were  charged  with  so  much 
more  momentous  matter  that  the  moral 
defections  of  the  Premier  became  an  uncon- 
sidered  trifle,  to  be  no  more  inveighed  against 
than  the  vagaries  on  similar  lines  of  his  master 
the  King — and  for  a  similar  reason. 

Thus,  Anna  Maria,  Countess  of  Shrewsbury, 
ruled  it  at  his  Grace's  lodging  in  the  Cockpit 
at  Whitehall  in  defiance  of  law  and  the  nasty 
reports  of  blood-guiltiness  which  attached  to 
her,  so  far  pushing  her  strong  personality  and 
bold  assurance  as  to  openly  arrogate  to  her- 
self the  ducal  title  and  to  impudently  rele- 
gate Buckingham's  lawful  wife  to  a  spurious 
dowager  ship. 

On  the  night  of  October  1st  a  company 
of  choice  spirits  met  at  the  Cockpit,  and 
Lady  Shrewsbury  was  in  her  element,  for 
the  Earl  of  Dorset,  witty,  handsome  Sack- 
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ville,  had  brought  the  Chevalier  de  Grammont 
and  a  French  friend  of  his,  carrying  them 
away  from  the  evening  circle  of  the  Queen, 
who  disliked  the  Countess  cordially.  Her 
ladyship  was  particularly  kind  to  Dorset 
for  this.  It  was  likely  to  annoy  the  Queen — 
and  she  liked  to  pay  off  old  scores  of  that 
sort,  if  of  no  other,  did  the  beautiful  and 
heartless  Anna  Maria. 

The  French  friend  was  young  and  piquant 
from  his  freshness.  He  was  entirely  un- 
sophisticated, and  so — a  marvel.  He  was 
interesting,  too,  for  he  had  a  quiet  dignity 
about  him,  an  almost  repellent  manner,  which 
foiled  all  banter  or  attempt  at  freedom  of 
speech. 

"  I  pray  your  Grace  to  souse  yonder  green 
shoot  in  wine,  lest  it  spread  a  ghastly  shadow 
of  simplicity  over  our  assembly,"  urged  the 
Countess. 

Buckingham  laughed,  and  pointed  to  where 
Lord  Ashley,  with  his  peculiar  tact,  was  creeping 
into  the  confidence  of  and  drawing  out  the 
young  Frenchman,  to  Grammont's  amuse- 
ment. 

"  Leave  him  to  Tony,"  said  the  Duke. 
"  Tony  is  like  St.  Peter.  He  holds  the  keys 
of  the  kingdom  of — the  place  where  there 
are  no  green  shoots.  Didst  thou  not  tell  me 
Rochester  promised  to  come  to-night  ?  " 

"  He  said  he  would,  but  your  Grace  knows 
how  little  he  is  to  be  trusted.  Perchance 
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he'll  play  you  some  fool's  trick  as  he  did  once 
before,  when  he  sent  Master  Stillingfleet,  his 
valet,  in  his  stead,  with  the  message  that, 
*  having  the  vapours  and  no  thirst,  he  sent 
his  gentleman,  who  could  get  drunk  as  elegantly 
and  as  quickly  as  he  could  himself,  and  whose 
stomach  took  it  kindlier.'  Did  you  ever  hear 
such  a  thing,  gentles  ?  " 

"That  is  nought  to  some. of  his  pranks," 
said  Dorset.  "  Whenever  we  hear  of  any 
rampaging  impishness  being  rife  in  the  City  we 
put  it  down  to  Rochester.  Since  he  has  come 
out  o'  the  Tower  he  has  been  wilder  than 
ever." 

De  Grammont  struck  in  :  "  That  story  has 
been  told  to  me  in  many  ways.  Which  is 
the  true  one  ?  Why  did  Society  lose  this 
— what  is  it  you  call  him,  my  Lord  Ashley  ? 
Saint— Saint ?  " 

"  Wilmot,"  laughed  Ashley.  "  It  is  his  name. 
He  is,  as  you  know,  one  of  the  best  favoured 
men  in  England.  He  hath  a  face  which  a 
painter  would  limn  for  an  archangel.  And  his 
speech — ods  life !  'tis  of  a  piece  with  his  face, 
when  he  chooses.  I  don't  know  a  cleverer  man 
than  John  Wilmot — I  don't  know  a  man  who 
pleases  me  more.  I  don't  know  a  man  who 
angers  me  more.  You  ask  for  the  true  version 
of  his  imprisonment.  It  hath  now  become  a 
jest  for  which  the  King  is  sorry.  You  have 
seen  Mistress  Elizabeth  Malet— the  fairest  of 
the  Queen's  maids  i*  " 


.. 
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I    bow    to   her    beauty    and   accomplish- 
ments," murmured  the  Chevalier. 

"  Well,  Rochester  loves  her.     I  believe  in 
my  soul  his  love  for  Bess  Malet  is  the  purest 
thing   about  him — and   not   all   Rochester  is 
venal  by  a  long  shot.     Don't  laugh,  Duke,  I 
mean  what  I  say.    He  loves  Bess  Malet  with  a 
love  as  heroic  and  flawless  as  the  emotion  this 
boy  " — lightly  touching  the  Frenchman  at  his 
side — "  will  dump  on  the  first  maid  who  tickles 
him.    Well,  Chevalier,  there  are  many  before 
the  Earl  and  more  against  him,  for  Mistress 
Malet  comes  of  a  puritan  house,  and  her  grand- 
father— Lord   Hawley   of   Donamore — vetoed 
the  connection  of  marriage  and  struck  at  it  with 
a  strong  hand.    But,  who  can  combat  fancy  ? 
What  Rochester  sought  or  what  he  found  I 
cannot  tell,  but  one  fine  night  when  the  old 
Lord  was  returning  from  a   junket   with  his 
grandchild  in  the  coach,  they  were  assailed  by 
a  band  of  rogues  with  this  stack  of  recklessness 
at  their  head.    He  carried  off  the  wench  and 
got  her  far  on  the  Oxford  Road.   But  my  Lord 
Hawley  is  not  one  to  sit  still  and  let  a  good 
thing  go.    He  made  great  uproar  and  chase — 
got    help   and    means   and   caught   them  up 
at   Uxbridge,   and   the   upshot   was   that   the 
King   made  a   coil   on't  and   sent   Rochester 
to    the   Tower    for's    daring,    when    'twould 
have     been     better     if    he    had     overlooked 
it    and    brought    Donamore    to    his    senses. 
Bess  Malet  is  a  good  girl  and  she  might  do 
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worse  in  the  long  run  than  wed  with  Saint 
Wilmot." 

"  Do  you  know,  Ashley  ?  'tis  a  most  unusual 
thing — but  Saint  Wilmot  quite  agrees  with  you." 

A  white  hand  was  laid  on  the  President's 
shoulder  and  a  man  slipped  into  the  seat 
beside  him. 

It  is  difficult  to  describe  John  Wilmot,  Earl 
of  Rochester,  to  one  whose  eyes  have  been 
distorted  by  the  vapid  and  artificial  pictorial 
presentments  of  him  which  have  become  the 
property  of  posterity.  Artificial  portraiture 
was  then  in  its  heyday.  All  was  artificial. 
Nature  was  smothered  under  Custom,  and 
people  and  things  smirked  out  of  wigs  and 
whalebone,  falseness  and  fiction.  John  Wilmot 
was  an  anachronism.  Gifted  beyond  his  con- 
temporaries, endowed  with  brains  which  might 
have  made  him  the  greatest  man  of  his  time  if 
he  had  let  them — a  cynic  from  the  state  of 
things — a  good  man  at  the  core  and  an  outlaw 
at  the  surface — defiant  of  restraint,  convention, 
humbug  or  trammel.  Careless  of  opinion,  self- 
willed,  immediate — a  philosopher  aping  the 
buffoon — his  easy-going  good  humour,  as  erratic 
as  the  rest  of  him,  covered  a  mind  whose  striv- 
ings threatened  to  burn  away  the  frail  and 
beautiful  body ;  finding  its  let  or  vent  in 
occasional  outpourings  which  outshone  Dryden 
and  in  a  caustic,  cruel  wit  which  cut  like  a 
knife  and  sometimes  made  such  deadly  wounds 
that  it  killed  his  friends. 
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This  psychic  part  of  him  could  not  come 
under  the  pencil  of  Sir  Peter  Lely.  Only  that 
beautiful  shell  grew  on  the  canvas  by  the 
painter's  art.  It  pleases  our  sense  of  the  agree- 
able and  as  a  personal  description  may  speak 
for  itself. 

He  had  entered  the  room  while  Ashley 
spoke.  He  shook  back  his  wealth  of  fair  curls, 
lengthened  the  hand  on  the  little  statesman's 
shoulder  until  it  grew  into  a  boyish  embrace, 
laughed  lightly  and  rose  to  pay  his  respects  to 
the  Countess. 

"You  are  always  unconventional,"  she  smiled. 

"  Faith,  my  Lady,  I  was  born  under  a  mixed 
conjunction.  Venus,  who  conceived  me,  began 
in  respectable  fashion,  it  would  seem,  with 
outward  show  of  duty,  but  sure  there  must 
have  been  revolt  within,  for  lo  you  !  she  romped 
away  with  Mercury  before  my  lot  was  cast 
and  made  me  to  so  dislike  your  straight  con- 
vention that  I  cannot  lay  me  in  your  bed  of 
social  laws  with  comfort.  To  so  unhinge  me 
was  not  enough  for  my  tutelary  Goddess,  for 
she  began  to  wink  her  lecherous  eye  at  belted 
Saturn  out  there  in  the  cold,  making  the  old 
rascal  to  so  quiver  with  a  long-forgotten  fire 
that  he  staggered  in  his  orbit  and  brought  about 
such  perturbations  in  our  astral  vault  that  the 
capricious  evening  star,  instead  of  giving  me, 
at  my  birth,  with  all  state  and  ceremony  to  the 
Sun,  my  father,  flung  me  in  wrath  upon  the 
poorest  planet  of  her  lord's  system — this  little 
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earth — where  I  became  an  unhappy  changeling, 
a  misanthrope,  devoid  of  content  or  pleasure 
in  any  of  its  products,  save  the  charms  of 
your  Ladyship,  which  atone  for  all." 

A  burst  of  laughter  met  this  brilliant  non- 
sense. And  Lady  Shrewsbury  smiled  sweetly 
at  the  compliment,  trying  at  the  same  time 
not  to  let  the  rest  of  the  company  see  that  the 
first  part  of  the  Earl's  speech  was  unintelligible 
to  her.  Lord  Ashley,  who  delighted  in  the 
fantastic  humour  of  his  friend,  began  to 
translate  the  whimsey  for  the  benefit  of  the 
stranger. 

Rochester  took  his  graceful,  nonchalant  self 
from  the  Countess's  side  and  seated  himself 
opposite  de  Rohan.. 

"  Sir,"  he  said  gravely,  in  facile  French, 
"  My  Lord  President  hath  a  mind  to  seek  the 
post  of  courier  when  the  King  shall  turn  him 
out  o'  doors — an  end  which  must  come  sooner 
or  later.  You  a*re  her  Majesty's  new  gentle- 
man, is  it  not  so,  Grammont  ?  ': 

"  Monsieur  de  Rohan  is  attached  to  the 
Queen's  suite — yes,"  smiled  de  Grammont. 

"  And  you  are  giving  him  his  first  lesson  in 
English  manners  and  morals  at  the  Cockpit  ? 
'Tis  well.  If  the  youth  have  head  to  sort  two 
ideas  in  the  morning,  he'll  think  us  an  odd 
people,  Chevalier.  You  play,  monsieur  ?  " 

De  Rohan  shook  his  head.  Rochester 
laughed. 

"  God's  fish  !    thou  art  a  white  boy.    Take 
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heed,  you  are  sitting  on  a  tar  barrel,  and  my 
Lady  there  is  a  better  pitch  splasher  than  the 
plasterer  of  a  cow  house." 

He  walked  away  and  from  a  little  distance 
watched  de  Rohan's  baptism  in  gambling  and 
wine  bibbing.  The  Frenchman's  enthusiasm 
amused  Lady  Shrewsbury,  and  his  deepening 
interest  in  the  play  and  his  evident  dislike  to 
be  thought  unsophisticated  touched  the  thick- 
ening fancy  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

In  a  couple  of  hours  the  quiet  student  of 
St.  Omer's  was  the  noisiest  and  most  didactic 
member  of  the  party  ;  scarcely  kept  in  check 
by  his  sponsor  de  Grammont.  Lord  Rochester 
'had  again  taken  the  seat  opposite,  and  de  Rohan 
began  presently  to  audibly  resent  the  kindly 
pity  in  his  grave,  languid  eyes. 

The  Earl  was  peculiarly  abstemious  this 
night.  When  all  the  Duke's  guests  were  more 
or  less  hilarious  he  kept  his  cool  imperturbable 
manner,  frequently  relapsing  into  a  reverie 
which  severed  him  froth  his  surroundings,  and 
which  somehow  seemed  to  be  connected  with 
a  large,  jewelled  pendant  hanging  from  a 
narrow  gold  cord  round  his  neck.  His  fingers 
wandered  constantly  to  this  locket  and  lovingly 
gripped  it  occasionally  as  if  it  had  been  a 
talisman  or  spell  against  things  evil. 

Lady  Shrewsbury — vapid,  vain  and  tyran- 
nous— resenting,  with  her  guest  the  French- 
man, the  Earl's  solitary  abstention  from  both 
gaming  and  toping — remarked  that : 
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"  Sure,  Saint  Wilmot  had  the  vapours  and 
was  holding  a  charm  against  wholesome  frolic 
in  his  hand,"  and,  stretching  forth,  she  grabbed 
openly  at  the  trinket. 

The  sudden  tug  loosened  it  from  the  Earl's 
neck,  and  the  locket,  chain  and  all,  fell  into 
her  Ladyship's  hand. 

"  Loot  ! "  she  cried,  with  a  loud  laugh. 
"  Loot — under  pirate's  law.  I  have  your 
prize,  master  privateer." 

Rochester's  cheek  flushed.  He  bit  his  lip 
and  his  eyes  flashed.  They  could  look  dan- 
gerous at  times — those  sleepy  features. 

"  Beseech  your  Ladyship  !  the  gem  is  not 
for  show — sale — or  ribaldry.  Give  it  me  back." 

"  Not  until  I  have  seen  thy  houri.  Nay,  my 
Lord,  you're  no  catch."  For  he  tried  to  snatch 
it  away.  "  Here,  George  !  The  spell  of  Saint 
Wilmot  is  upon  thee." 

She  gathered  the  chain  and  locket  together 
in  her  hand  and  flung  them  across  the  table  in 
the  direction  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham.  His 
Grace  was  not  so  quick  as  the  young  French- 
man, who  caught  the  flying  jewel  midway,  and 
glancing,  somewhat  maliciously,  at  Rochester 
proceeded  slowly  to  open  the  chased  gold  cover 
which  hid  the  face  in  the  locket. 
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THE  expression  in  Lord  Rochester's  eyes  was 
not  good.  Even  the  petticoated  despot  who 
had  called  it  up,  quailed  and  half  regretted  her 
impetuosity.  There  was  a  gleam  of  something 
complex — malice,  envy,  pique — in  the  coal- 
black  optics  of  the  French  student,  too,  as  he 
unfolded  the  hidden  treasure  in  the  locket  and 
gazed  upon  it,  which  puzzled  her.  He  was  a 
strange  creature — this  fledgling  from  the  Jesuit 
Creche,  and  likely  to  make  trouble.  What  else 
could  he  do  coming  from  such  an  incubator  of 
peripatetic  mischief  as  St.  Omer's  ?  She  was 
half  inclined  to  scold  Dorset  for  bringing  him. 

"  Are  you  satisfied  ?  "  asked  Rochester,  in 
his  even,  musical  tones,  not  an  echo  of  his  deep 
annoyance  audible. 

The  young  Frenchman  fetched  his  breath 
quickly,  looked  away  from  the  picture  and 
across  at  him,  and  by  a  simultaneous  impulse 
both  men  rose  to  their  feet. 

The  Duke  of  Buckingham  broke  into  a 
raucous  laugh  and  reached  out  his  hand. 

"  Keep  it  not  all  to  yourself,  Monsieur  de 
23 
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Rohan.  If  it  be  Rochester's  idol,  let  us 
adore." 

Lord  Dorset  peeped  over  the  Frenchman's 
shoulder. 

"  It  is  the  Regent  of  the  Moon  !  "  he  shouted 
tipsily.  "  The  Lady  of  the  Midnight  Eyes  ! 
The  Queen  of  the  Inaccessible  Snows  !  That 
cold,  uncomfortable,  unsympathetic,  respect- 
able person — Mistress  Elizabeth  Malet." 

He  shuddered  and  sat  down  with  a  ridiculous 
drunken  gravity. 

Henri  de  Rohan  leaned  across  the  table  and 
slowly  laid  down  the  locket.  When  he  spoke  to 
the  Earl,  it  was  in  a  voice  so  low  and  sober  that 
they  might  have  been  alone  in  the  room,  and  he 
used,  for  the  first  time,  the  language  of  the  land. 

"  Is  it  so  F  Is  dis  re-ally  de  picture  of  de 
lady  for  whom  you  go  to  prison  ?  Pardieu, 
c'est  incroyable  !  To  go  to  prison  for  a  lady  ! 
C'est  bete  !  Dere  are  so  many  of  dem.  Elle 
est  superbe,  bien  sur.  Blanche  et  spirituelle, 
avec  une  maniere  hautaine.  Elle  a  1'air  patri- 
cienne,  n'est-ce  pas — mais — mais — elle  ne  vous 
aime  pas,  eh  ?  Sacristi,  monseigneur,  I  play 
you  for  her." 

"  God's  fish  !  What  does  the  precocious  kid 
mean  ?  "  ejaculated  Rochester,  throwing  the 
chain  over  his  head. 

"  What  you  call  me,  you  English  Lord  ?  I 
do  not  understand.  It  is  plain — what  I  mean. 
Dis  Demoiselle  Malet  will  none  of  you.  She 
throw  you  away — soh  ?  "  making  a  sweep  and 
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flouting  finger  and  thumb.  "  She  does  not  want 
you.  I  will  win  her  from  you.  Pale  et  hautaine 
— c'est  justement  comme  ca  que  je  les  aime." 

"  In  the  devil's  name,  what's  this  you've 
brought  us,  Chevalier  ?  That's  pretty  well 
for  an  unweaned  Jesuit.  Do  they  all  study  the 
science  of  erotics  so  thoroughly  at  St.  Omer's  F 
An  they  do,  methinks  the  village  population 
should  be  a  large  one.  He  likes  them  like  that, 
forsooth  !  Statuesque  !  pale  and  haughty  ! 
God  !  the  boy's  a  monster  and  will  turn  us 
English  town  rakes  into  swaddled  infants 
without  a  fleck  to  our  record." 

"  Monsieur  !  vous  m'avez  insulte  !  " 
shrieked  de  Rohan. 

He  only  half  understood  the  Earl's  speech, 
but  he  felt  with  all  the  force  of  a  sensitive 
neurotic  nature  its  biting  sarcasm.  His  black 
eyes  blazed  and  his  words  came  in  a  spasm  that 
choked  him. 

"  Insulted  you  ?  it  would  be  kindly  in  me 
to  cane  you — for  a  froward,  ill-bred  child. 
Thou  hast  drunk  too  much  wine  and  my  Lady 
Shrewsbury's  tuition  in  chance  and  shuffling  is 
bad  for  thee.  Go  home  and  get  you  to  bed." 

He  turned  carelessly  on  his  heel.  De 
Rohan's  lips  foamed  and  he  had  his  sword  in 
his  hand  in  a  trice.  The  room  was  up.  De 
Grammont  flung  himself  between  them  with 
an  unwonted  energy,  for  the  Chevalier  dearly 
loved  a  squabble  when  it  ended  in  a  pretty 
trick  of  fence,  but  this  would  never  do.  And 
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he  screamed  his  objections  in  high,  rapid 
French.  He  turned  to  Rochester. 

"  Milord,  the  boy  is  full  of  wine.  He  knows 
not  what  he  is  doing.  He  hath  a  fool's  wish 
to  teaze  you.  And,  ventre  sainte !  mon- 
seigneur,  you  must  admit  it  is  a  fair  face 
and  one  to  make  men  and  boys  cross 
blades." 

"  That  may  be,  Chevalier.  But  one  man 
does  not  mean  to  cross  blade  with  boy  for  her. 
She,  herself,  would  scout  such  silliness.  Mon- 
sieur de  Rohan,  you  say  I  have  insulted  you. 
That's  as  may  be.  You  have  thrust  a  pagan's 
foot  into  my  closest  sanctuary  and  if  you  have 
a  drop  of  gentle  blood  in  you  you'll  see,  when 
you  are  sane,  that  your  offence  to  me  is  greater 
than  mine  to  you.  You  say  you  will  play  me 
for  Mistress  Malet.  You  may.  The  lady  is 
my  votive  saint,  perhaps,  but  she  is  not  my 
property,  any  more  than  the  Queen  of  heaven 
is  the  leasehold  of  one  good  Catholic.  Mis- 
tress Malet's  hand  is  free — and  you  may  win 
it  if  you  can.  As  for  righting  you — we'll 
talk  of  it  in  the  morning  when  you  may  the 
better  see  your  way  to  pinking  me.  'Fore 
God,  Ashley,  the  lad  bothers  me.  See  you 
not  how  he  looks  at  us  all  out  of  the  King's 
eyes  ?  " 

Had  a  shell  suddenly  burst  through  the  roof 
and  exploded  before  them,  it  could  not  have 
quelled  the  disturbance  more  effectually  than 
this  remark.  It  made  them  all  give  pause,  but, 


THE  MINIATURE  27 

on  the  subject  himself,  it  acted  oddly.  His 
sword  point  went  down  and  the  flush  of  rage 
in  his  olive  cheeks  died  into  a  pallor  savouring 
almost  of  fear.  On  the  rest  the  Earl's  words 
produced  nothing  more  than  a  momentary 
curiosity.  In  Buckingham  and  Ashley  tinged 
with  amusement ;  in  Grammont  a  suggestion 
which  might  explain  much.  But  on  the  lad 
himself  it  operated  as  a  "  stroke  of  grace  "  to 
his  bottle  valour  and  false  excitement.  For 
some  occult  reason  or  other  it  sobered  and 
brought  him  to  his  senses  as  nothing  else  could 
have  done. 

He  sheathed  his  sword,  bowed,  and  held  out 
his  hand  to  Rochester. 

"  Monsieur,  I  was  wrong.  Mademoiselle  is 
not  for  strife.  Je  me  prosterne  avant  sa  vertu. 
I  beg — your — pardon." 

He  said  it  slowly — labouredly — as  if,  as  is 
likely  with  a  young  and  self-willed  man,  the 
obligation  to  so  humble  himself  went  against 
the  grain.  Rochester  took  his  hand  almost 
mechanically,  let  it  drop,  bowed  in  his  turn, 
bestowed  on  the  young  Frenchman  one  of 
those  strange,  transcendental,  ineradicable 
glances  which  somehow  seemed  to  let  men 
occasionally  see  into  the  deeps  of  this  extra- 
ordinary mind — glances  which  they  carried  far 
into  time — all  without  a  word :  and  by  an 
expressive  gesture  dismissed  the  whole  affair, 
twisted  on  his  heel  and  caught  Ashley  by  the 
arm. 
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"  I  am  going.  How  does  your  Lordship 
travel  ?  " 

"  Faith,  unless  my  coach  hath  broken  down 
'twill  serve  to  take  me  home." 

"  Let  the  coach  follow  and  walk  with 
me.  I  want  to  speak  to  you  outside  the 
rumbling  of  your  fourpost  bed  on  wheels. 
Marry,  its  squeaks  and  grumblings  are  like 
the  stays  and  rafts  of  a  man-of-war  in  a 
choppy  sea." 

It  was  not  easy  to  get  away,  for  the  night  was 
yet  young  and  the  Duke  upbraided  and  my 
Lady  complained,  but  all  to  no  purpose. 
Rochester  was  bored.  His  Grace's  lodging  held 
no  attraction.  Glancing  at  the  now  somewhat 
sullen  face  of  the  French  student,  he  felt  that 
it  contained  a  mystery — and  he  delighted  in 
mysteries — taking  an  impish,  unholy  pleasure 
in  tearing  the  surface  rags  and  tinsel  from  all 
things  and  customs  smelling  of  sham,  mockery 
or  false  colours.  Had  this  faculty^the  gift  of 
synthetic  analysis  run  wild — set  itself  to  a 
nobler  tune  and  been  grafted  on  to  the  dogged 
energy  of  the  puny  giant  whose  arm  he  was 
holding,  Shaftesbury  might  have  sunk  into  an 
impenetrable  oblivion  and  Rochester  might 
have  been  Chancellor  of  England  and  State 
tactics  and  dynastic  polity  would  have  taken 
another  road,  perhaps.  As  it  was,  his  innate 
indolence  and  probably  his  rabid  cynicism 
pinned  his  great  gifts  to  criticising  and  ravelling 
the  foibles  of  his  friends  and  the  schemes  of  his 
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foes  ;  and  he  walked  out  with  Lord  Ashley 
into  the  courtyard  full  of  an  idea  which,  had 
he  known  it,  might  have  sung  a  counter  to  that 
troubling  Grammont.  But  he  did  not  know 
it,  so  he  spoke  to  Ashley. 
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"  WHO  is  this  sprig  of  priestcraft  ?  "  Roches- 
ter demanded,  laying  his  hand  on  the  Presi- 
dent's shoulder. 

"  That  I  cannot  tell,"  returned  Ashley. 
"  By  direct  knowledge  he  is  Henri  de  Rohan, 
of  respectable  lineage  but  of  no  account.  He 
came  to  England  last  year  in  the  suite  of  Queen 
Henrietta.  While  she  lodged  in  Dover  Castle 
he  stayed  there  as  her  page  in  waiting.  When 
she  left  for  France  he  stayed  there  still,  until 
for  some  reason  or  other,  perhaps  profound  and 
more  likely  trivial,  her  daughter-in-law  sent 
Defaria  and  De  Grammont  down  to  Dover 
to  fetch  the  St.  Omer's  bantling  up  to 
London." 

"  Defaria  and  De  Grammont — the  first 
gentlemen  of  her  Majesty's  entourage — and 
the  King's  friend  !  God's  fish,  Tony,  that's 
tall  escort  for  a  Jesuit  boy." 

"  Yes,  but  there's  more  than  that.  Gram- 
mont told  me  he  was  glad  when  he  got  the  lad 
to  town,  for  they  were  twice  attacked  on  the 
road  thither,  and  the  second  time  gave  him  a 
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strange  clue  to  the  youngster's  import.  When 
they  returned,  Addington  sent  a  strong  guard, 
but  Grammont  says  he  knows  they  were 
watched  and  dogged  along  the  route  altho' 
nought  fell  out." 

"  Strange  !  Think  you  he's  a  by-blow  of 
the  King's  ?  " 

"  He's  of  no  great  consequence  if  it  be.  The 
royal  family  by  the  turn  o'  the  blanket  is  large, 
and  if  he  were — the  Queen  would  have  no 
interest  in  him.  Mark  how  she  hates  the 
Palmer  brood  and  how  little  she  loves  Mon- 
mouth  (albeit  there's  more  that's  Churchill 
than  Stuart  in  that,  methinks).*  No,  an  this 
boy  were  the  King's  bastard  Kate  of  Portugal 
would  none  of  him." 

"  What  is  he  then  ?  " 

"  I — don't — know.  I  tried  to  find  out  the 
clue  that  Grammont  spoke  of — but  the  French- 
man's close — very  close.  He  said  it  came  from 
a  place  where  tact  is  lost  and  gossip  perilous." 

Rochester  stopped  and  looked  at  him. 

"  Bless  me,  that's  plain  eno'.  St.  James's — 
the  Duke's  lodging.  Tony,  did  you  ever  know 
York  to  show  a  spice  of  tact  in  aught  he  did — 
or  to  talk  of  the  blunder  when  he'd  made  it, 
or  to  fail  to  punish  those  who  chattered  about 
his  affairs  ?  Besides,  one  night  at  St.  Evre- 

*  Lucy  Barlow — the  mother  of  the  Duke  of  Monmouth 
— was  mistress  to  John  Churchill,  afterwards  Duke  of 
Marlborough,  and  the  resemblance,  even  to  skin  blemishes, 
between  her  son  and  him  is  very  striking. 
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mond's  supper  table  Grammont  fit  that  same 
remark  upon  his  Royal  Highness.  A  guard  to 
fetch  him  from  the  coast — the  goodwill  of  two 
queens — and  the  enmity,  apparently,  of  the 
heir  presumptive  to  the  throne.  My  Lord 
Ashley,  my  susceptible  antagonist  who  carries 
the  eyes  of  Charles  Stuart  in's  head  is  a  bigger 
thing  than  seems." 

"  He  may  sort  out  with  the  young  French- 
woman who  came  over  awhile  back  with  poor 
Madame  D'Orleans.  She  hath  returned  to 
fill  King  Charles's  fancy — and  King  Louib's 
pockets " 

"  With  this  pretty  England  which  his  mouth 
waters  for.  Yes,  'tis  a  clever  spy — and  a  truly 
French  plot — with  a  shameless  wench  at  one 
end  and  a  shiftless  Fool  at  t'other." 

Ashley  suddenly  laid  one  hand  over  Roches- 
ter's, still  pressing  his  shoulder. 

"  I  have  heard  them  say  she  loves  thee, 
John — this  Keroual  girl,"  he  said,  bluntly. 

"  You'll  hear  a  lot  of  stories  about  me  if  you 
listen,"  remarked  Rochester,  equably. 

"  Yes,  but  this  is  a  true  one,  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  I  have  never  sought  to 
plumb  that  well  of  truth.  The  sight  on  its 
borders  frights  me." 

"  How  absurd  you  are  !  The  maiden  is 
fair." 

"  The  lady  is  dark  and  I  am  not  sure  she  is  a 
maiden." 

"  Verily,  John,  thou  angerest  me  !    Is  it  not 
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true  she  seeks  thy  company  all  times  and 
seasons  and  that  the  King's  jealousy  caught  at 
thy  escapade  with  Donamore's  grandchild  as  a 
pretext  to  shut  thee  up  out  of  her  way  while 
he  plied  his  own  trade  ?  " 

Lord  Rochester  displaced  his  friend's  hand 
by  a  quick  jerk  and  faced  him. 

"  Anthony  Cooper,  listen  to  me.  The  King 
was  a  fool — (by  that  same  token,  I've  said  so 
before  ;  take  it,  I  pr'ythee,  as  monumental — 
as  the  Fool  positive).  You  are  a  greater  Fool 
— the  Fool  comparative,  for  you  know  me  and 
you  know  that  if  I  wanted  the  Keroual,  Charles 
Stuart  would  dance  on  my  stick  —  spite  of 
Crown  or  holding,  Tower  or  terror.  The 
Keroual  herself  is  the  Fool  superlative,  for  she 
will  not  take  a  man's  word  when  he's  honest." 

"  You  have  flouted  her  ?  " 

"  Oh,  what  a  thing  to  do  when  the  lady  is 
well  favoured  and  kind.  No,  I  have  shown  her 
that  I  am  stricken  with  the  palsy  and  that  the 
river  of  love  in  which  she  and  I  could  play  at 
being  merfolk  or  mud  monsters  is  not  the 
Jordan  to  cure  me." 

"  Surely,  John,  thou  art  the  most  whimsical 
fellow  in  the  world.  You  have  snubbed  the 
Keroual." 

"  Why,  that's  worse  than  flouting  her  !  " 

"  Hast  thou  counted  the  cost  ?  " 

"  I  never  counted  anything  in  my  life — save 
my  sins.  And  at  the  age  of  reason,  I  lost  my 
reckoning  and  gave  myself  up  as  an  unsolvable 
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problem.  A  sum  whose  proposition  began  in 
heaven — whose  factors  and  integers  gathered 
themselves  from  the  malicious,  intermediate 
state  the  Gnostics  tell  us  of — and  whose 
columns  grew  and  grew,  like  the  steps  in  a  bad 
dream  :  until  they  slithered  down  to  Tartarus, 
where  old  Pluto,  finding  my  iniquities  too 
perplexing  for  his  casting  either,  as  my  sins 
required  a  special  schedule,  caught  the  end 
of  my  moral  staircase  and  flung  it  on  to  earth, 
and  lo  you  !  my  good  angel  looking  out  of 
heaven  down  it,  saw  her  sister  clearing  the 
product  like  the  finest  geometer  in  the  world. 
Here  we  are  at  Exeter  House." 

"  John,  you  make  me  sad.  Your  pretty 
fancies  will  not  save  you." 

"  But  my  good  angel's  pretty  sister  may." 

"  You  are  in  love." 

"  The  world  knows  it." 

"  With  a  woman  who  loves  you  not." 

"  Lord  Ashley,  you  have  made  up  your  mind 
to  be  Lord  Chancellor  of  England  by-and-by. 
My  Lords  forensic  say  you  are  no  lawyer  and 
that  you  shall  not,  because  the  case  is  out  of 
order.  You  say  you  will — order  or  no  order — 
in  face  of  the  whole  Court  of  Judicature.  And 
I  daresay  you'll  do  it.  You  want  a  cane 
instead  of  a  sword.  I  want  a  good  woman  and 
not  a  '  miss.'  *  You  are  daring  enough  to 
chance  the  issue  of  my  Lord  Chief  Justice's 
frown.  I  am  daring  enough  to  laugh  at  the 
*  An  unmarried  woman  of  ill  repute — a  wanton. 
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spite  of  the  reigning  favourite  and  to  please 
myself.  Good  night." 

They  parted  at  the  entrance  gate  of  my 
Lord  Ashley's  residence,  Exeter  House,  in 
Strand  Lane,  and  Lord  Rochester  leaving  him, 
walked  on,  with  a  quick,  preoccupied  step  to 
his  own  lodging  further  on.  A  large  mansion 
on  the  shore  of  the  Thames  which,  in  one  of  his 
erratic  absences  from  his  own  house  nearer  the 
city,  he  had  rented  from  a  merchant  and  cash- 
broker  whose  vast  wealth  had  been  badly 
damaged  by  the  Bank  Stop  Act — a  measure  of 
political  economy  which  led  to  commercial 
panic  and  fiscal  coma,  shaking  the  national 
credit  and  ruining  more  than  a  fresh  "  trade  " 
wind  could  blow  straight. 

The  gardens  of  this  house  shelved  down  to 
the  river,  leading  on  to  a  small  picturesque 
promontory  or  ferry  where  my  Lord  took  boat 
or  barge  and  by  which  his  friends  landed  in 
quiet  fashion,  entering  the  house  by  a  small 
door  communicating  with  his  own  rooms. 

Rochester  hated  display.  Suites,  retinues, 
and  all  the  blazonment  of  advertisement  such 
as  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  loved  were  his 
abhorrence.  He  came  and  went  quietly,  with- 
out let  or  hindrance  like  the  meanest  of  his 
servants.  He  liked  to  go  forth  at  night  into 
the  wildest  rookeries  of  the  city,  alone  and 
frequently  unarmed,  trusting  to  his  ready  wit 
and  charm  of  personality  to  stand  him  good  in 
difficulty. 
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This  peculiarity,  at  a  time  when  a  noble  who 
moved  without  a  crowd  of  retainers  and  much 
publicity  was  regarded  as  an  eccentric,  caused 
Rochester  to  carry  the  brunt  of  great  scandal 
and  many  queer  stories.  His  unhampered 
movements,  too,  gave  him  a  freedom  of  action 
which  almost  made  him  to  appear  ubiquitous, 
and  the  common  folk  nicknamed  him  "  Satan's 
Jock  "  from  those  same  idle  tales  and  windy 
canards  which  transformed  a  whimsical  outlaw 
into  a  devil-possessed  monster,  and  for  the 
past  few  months  during  his  lodging  in  this 
house  had  gossiped  the  pretty  ferry  and  quiet 
little  doorway  into  instruments  of  fiendish 
traffic. 

Pick  the  plaster  off  slander  and  tradition  and 
what  do  we  find  ?  Generally,  a  man  who  goes 
his  own  way  or  a  woman  who  wants  it.  Extra 
folk  detached  from  the  herd.  Goats  who  run 
on  the  rocks  away  from  the  sheep  in  the  valley. 
The  metropolitan  streets  in  1670  were  almost 
deserted  after  ten  o'clock  at  night,  and  the 
collection  of  mansions  on  the  banks  of  the  river 
loomed  in  the  night-time  dark  ghosts — shape- 
less and  lifeless  masses  of  black,  and  the  road  or 
lane  trailed  along  citywards  without  apparently 
a  moving  thing  on  its  miry,  cobbly  surface. 
Yes,  surely  something  stirred  in  the  shadow  of 
the  high  wall  skirting  his  own  house.  There 
was  never  a  light  to  pierce  the  gloom  and  the 
Earl  eschewed  linkmen.  He  strode  across  the 
road  into  the  shadow  of  the  wall. 
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A  woman  was  standing  as  close  against  the 
stonework  as  she  could,  far  in  the  cover 
afforded  by  the  overhanging  branches  of  a 
great  elm. 

"  Who  art  thou  ?  "  he  demanded. 

The  woman  laughed,  a  thick  fat  laugh. 

"  Surely,  your  Lordship's  sight  is  not  good 
at  close  quarters.  As  you  sort  with  the  owls, 
why  not  borrow  their  furniture  ?  " 

"  Is  it  you,  Goody  ?  Whence  come  you  ? 
And  wherefore  ?  " 

"  Sure,  can  a  decent  soul  not  wait  for  a 
friend  'thout  so  much  questioning  ?  " 

"  So  long  as  your  friend  is  not  at  my  property, 
you  can  wait  for  him  till  dawn — but  if  he  is, 
your  vigil  won't  be  long.  Stand  at  the  front, 
Goody,  and  I'll  kick  him  into  your  lap." 

"  Your  Lordship  will  do  nought  o'  the  sort. 
For  my  friend's  no  man,  and  you're  more  likely 
to  take  her  on  your  own  lap  I'm  thinking." 

"  Why,  mistress,  there's  a  novel  boldness 
about  you  that's  capped  the  old — though  one 
would  not  have  thought  that  possible.  I  never 
heard  such  sauce.  Who's  your  new  patron  ?  ': 

"  Tush,  my  Lord,  must  one  always  speak 
one's  mind  from  under  the  folds  of  a  red 
cloak  ?  " 

"  'Tis  as  well,  so  that  we  may  seek  cover  for 
our  rashness.  Godden,  mistress,  an  your 
friend's  no  gaol  bird  I'll  leave  you  to  your 
watching." 

He  quitted  the  woman,  a  large  amazon  of  a 
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type  common  in  that  day,  and  entered  his  own 
domain. 

He  skirted  the  house  and  gardens  and  came 
to  the  little  back  door,  before  which  he  stopped, 
for  it  stood  ajar.  "  Goody  Cellier's  crony  is 
my  visitation,  apparently,"  he  muttered.  "  Eh 
well,  I'll  not  keep  the  comfortable  beldame 
waiting  long." 

He  went  in,  through  a  dark  passage,  up  a 
flight  of  stairs,  softly  carpeted  and  noiseless  to 
his  quick  foot,  pushed  aside  tapestries  and 
hangings  of  silk  and  velvet  whose  folds  kept  all 
quiet  and  tempered  the  pearly  light  which 
crept  through  when  they  were  raised.  This 
light  gleamed  in  his  own  room  ;  a  luxurious 
chamber  overhanging  the  river — where  the 
smell  of  acacia  and  roses  fought  with  the  fumes 
of  his  Lordship's  pipe  and  the  bouquet  of  his 
wines  when  he  gave  select  little  parties  therein. 

A  bright  fire  burnt  on  the  hearth  and  a 
bright  lamp  burned  on  the  table.  Midway 
between  the  two,  with  her  back  to  the  lamp 
and  her  face  to  the  fire,  stood  a  lady. 


VI 
LOUISE 

LOUISE  Renee  de  Pevencourt  de  Keroual  was  at 
that  time  nineteen.  In  the  meridian  of  her 
beauty  and  on  the  threshold  of  her  shameful 
celebrity.  How  she  came  to  England  is  the 
business  of  history  and  not  ours.  At  the 
beginning  of  the  year  '70  women  copied  her 
and  men  bet  on  her,  and  the  King  —  that 
lively  chaser  in  the  preserves  of  Eros — hunted 
her.  Contentions  as  to  the  claims  to  beauty  of 
"  Madam  Carwell  " — as  the  people  began  to  call 
her — ran  high,  and  speaking  from  the  standard 
of  strict  symmetry,  Louise  was  not  beautiful. 
She  was  short,  well-formed,  with  small  hands 
and  feet,  had  large  eyes  which  she  played  at  all 
their  value,  an  oval  face,  a  rosebud  mouth, 
pearly  teeth — those  small  teeth  that  don't  wear 
well — and  a  head  of  dark  curly  hair  of  a  soft 
fuzzy  texture  which  brought  upon  her  the 
sobriquet  of  the  "  Mulatto  Girl  "  from  the 
lovely  and  witty  Elizabeth  Hamilton — her 
fellow  maid  of  honour. 

Her  infatuation  for  the  handsome,  reckless 
Earl  of   Rochester  was  becoming  an  under- 

39 
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current  scandal,  unpleasing  to  her  royal  stalker 
and  damaging  to  her  own  prospects,  and 
perhaps  had  it  not  been  for  the  presence  in 
England  of  the  wily  statesman,  Colbert  de 
Croissy  as  ambassador  from  King  Louis, 
Mademoiselle  de  Keroual's  natural  inclinations 
might  have  upset  the  plans  of  the  French 
monarch.  As  it  was,  the  better  part  of  Louise 
fought  for  freedom  and  the  diplomatic  auc- 
tioneer fought  for — what  do  auctioneers  fight 
for  ?  What  right  has  a  woman  to  choice  and 
fancy  when  she  is  only  a  "  lot  "  and  the  bid's 
up  and  the  hammer's  falling  ?  Rochester 
started  when  he  found  her  in  his  room,  even 
his  lawless  defiance  of  convention  disturbed  by 
the  proceeding. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  cried,  "  this  is — not 
wise." 

"  No,"  she  answered  ;  "  who  is  wise  when 
one  loves  ?  You  will  not  come  to  me.  I  send 
for  you.  You  excuse.  You  refuse.  Why  will 
you  not  come  to  see  me  ?  " 

"  Faith,  mademoiselle,  you  know  there  is  a 
lion  in  the  path." 

"  Psha  !   an  ass  in  a  lion's  skin." 

"  La  you  !   that's  treason." 

"  Nonsense,  'tis  truth.  Why  should  you 
stay  away  from  my  lodging  because  the  King  is 
jealous  ?  What  can  it  matter  ?  " 

"  'Tis  not  a  good  thing  for  one's  health  to 
excite  royal  jealousy." 

"  It  is  not  your  way  to  heed  other  people's 
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feelings,  be  they  king  or  scullion.    Is  that  the 
only  reason  why  you  stay  away  ?  " 

She  swept  up  and  looked  at  him.  He  was 
silent.  Their  eyes  met.  Every  muscle  in  the 
Frenchwoman's  face  twitched  and  her  little 
hands  clenched  tight. 

"  There  is  another,  my  Lord  ?" 
"  There  is  another." 
"  It  is  not  the  King  ?  " 
"  It  is  not  the  King." 
"  Is  it  Mademoiselle  Ma-let  ?  " 
"  It  is  Mademoiselle  Malet." 
"  You  scout — you  fling  away  the  Pevencourt 
—for— that  ?  "  ' 

"  My  love  for  Mistress  Malet  is  the  thing 
which  shuts  a  man's  heart  to  all  other  love  and 
blinds  a  man's  eyes  to  all  other  beauty." 

Louise  de  Keroual  staggered  as  if  he  had 
struck  her,  and  her  face  whitened  to  a  deathly 
pallor.  No  man  could  have  seen  this  evidence 
of  struggle  unmoved  if  he  had  been  the  greatest 
stack  of  vanity  on  the  earth,  and  Rochester  was 
not  vain.  He  suddenly  seized  her  hand. 

"  Ah,  mademoiselle,  forgive  me.  I  did  not 
know.  How  could  I  tell  ?  What  can  I  do  ?  ': 

"  Do  ?     I  have  shown  you — what  it  is  not 
good  to  show  a  man.    I  have  said  to  you  what 
it  is  not  good  to  say  to  a  man.    I  have  felt  for 
you  what  it  is  not  good  to  feel  for  a  man. 
And — you  lie  to  me  !  " 
"  I  lie  to  you  ?  ': 
"  I  come  to  you  here  in  the  night  with  that 
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woman  who  trades  in  sex-traffic  from  the 
Court  to  the  cottage " 

"  The  high  priestess  of  the  Temple  of  Venus 
Genetrix — good  Mistress  Cellier — yes." 

"  I  come  to  you  under  her  guidance.  What 
do  I  risk  in  coming  ?  Your  respect  ?  Psha  ! 
Your  love  ?  Jean,  she — that  white-faced  cat  of 
a  girl — would  not  come  near  you  in  prison. 
She  would  risk  nothing  for  you.  She  will  do 
nothing  for  you.  It  is  so.  It  is  so — always. 
She  is  sly  and  cold  to  you.  She  makes  you 
suffer  for  her.  She  watch  it  all  and  sit  with 
her  hands  in  her  lap — and  you  love  her — you 
dream  of  her — you  suffer  for  her.  I — I — if  one 
little  thing  was  to  pain  you  it  would  hurt  me 
ten  times  more.  If  they  shut  you  up  for  me 
I  should  not  see  the  sun.  But,  the  Malet  girl 
is  wise.  She  knows  you.  She  treat  you  like  a 
dog  and  you  fawn  on  her  like  a  dog.  I — fool 
that  I  am  ! — I  show  you  my  heart  and  you 
trample — trample — trample  it." 

All  this  was  accompanied  by  vivid  gestures 
and  all  her  racial  emphasis ;  and  it  wound  up 
with  her  flinging  herself  on  a  seat  and  bursting 
into  tears. 

It  took  a  great  deal  to  upset  the  Earl's 
equanimity.  His  philosophy  met  all  on  a 
perfectly  level  plane,  but  this  was  decidedly 
rutty.  The  woman  was  beautiful.  Her  passion 
was  obviously  so  sincere  that  it  had  swamped 
her  conceptions  of  decorum  and  commonsense. 
In  this  visit  she  was  risking  the  favour  of  two 
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kings.  She  was  imperilling  all  that  a  woman 
cares  to  guard.  It  was  reckless  and  foolhardy, 
and  so  much  like  his  own  outrageous  actions 
that  Rochester  felt  sorry  for  her,  albeit  he  felt 
for  her  as  if  her  transports  of  grief  had  been 
caused  by  somebody  else — as  it  was  not  unlikely 
they  had.  Wilmot's  innate  irony  resolved  this 
for  him  even  while  he  pitied  the  French- 
woman. 

"  How  much  of  this  is  love  for  me — and  how 
much  spleen  against  Mistress  Betsy  ?  God's 
fish,  and  'twere  not  for  that  same  dark-eyed 
paragon  methinks  I  should  have  been  spared 
this  exhibition." 

And  his  knowledge  of  humanity — especially 
in  its  feminine  expression — assured  him  he  was 
right. 

"  The  hotter  the  sun,  the  cooler  the  shade. 
When  the  fumes  have  passed,  sweet  wine 
ferments  and  turns  to  vinegar,"  murmured  this 
disciple  of  the  Cynics. 

But  he  was  a  gentleman  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  and  he  couldn't  let  a  woman  weep 
without  comforting  her.  He  dropped  on  his 
knee  beside  her  and  gently  drew  her  hands 
from  her  face. 

"  Mademoiselle,  you  distract  me,"  he  said — 
not  looking  very  distracted,  however,  only 
handsome  enough  to  upset  the  poor  woman 
more  than  ever  as  she  looked  at  him  through 
eyes  made  irresistible  by  her  tears.  "  What  can 
I  do  when  nature  and  I  are  at  war  in  this 
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thing  ?  And  I  know  and  foresee  its  conse- 
quences— to  you — to  me — to  the  great  world 
of  France  and  England.  I  am  no  fool  and  the 
hummocks  under  the  noses  of  the  other  privy 
counsellors  are  mountains  that  I  can  see.  They 
despise  the  molehills  and  I  fear  the  mountains 
— for  I  hate  the  exertion  of  climbing.  Ma- 
demoiselle— Louise " 

She  gave  a  quick  cry  of  delight,  and  before 
he  knew  what  she  was  going  to  do  she  had 
flung  her  arms  round  his  neck  and  was  kissing 
his  lips. 

Just  at  that  moment  the  heavy  silk  shading 
the  door  was  lifted,  and  a  man  appeared.  He 
looked  at  this  spectacle  for  a  moment's  space, 
pursed  his  lips,  pulled  a  long  face,  let  his  little 
crooked  eyes  twinkle,  and  lowered  the  curtain 
so  softly  that  it  did  not  quite  close. 

Rochester  disentangled  himself  from  the 
Frenchwoman's  embrace  and  rose  to  his  feet 
laughing. 

"  'Fore  God,  madam,  there  never  was  an 
Eve  like  you.  And  Adam  would  have  fallen — 
but  I — I  still  see  Lilith  beyond  you.  Be 
merciful  to  us  both,  I  pray  you.  What's  the 
use  of  so  great  a  goad  to  blunder — to  misery  ?  " 

His  consolation  had  been  sweet.  His  plead- 
ings, even  though  they  were  in  extenuation  of 
his  eremitic  behaviour,  were  sweet.  His  con- 
tact was  sweetest  of  all.  But — when  he  wound 
up  all  by  laughing  at  her ! 

Louise  Renee  sprang  from  her  seat  and  her 
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eyes  flashed.  It  was  as  if  the  touch  of  that 
beautiful  mouth,  instead  of  feeding  the  fire,  as 
it  might  surely  have  done  if  it  had  been 
spontaneously  responsive,  had  turned  the  sugar 
in  her  blood  to  gall. 

He  was  making  game  of  her.  He  despised 
her.  The  knowledge  of  the  way  in  which  she 
was  abusing  a  power  lying  to  her  hand  for  the 
grasping  came  upon  her  like  a  searchlight  that 
illuminated  her  own  folly. 

She  drew  herself  and  looked  at  him. 

"  C'est  fini  !  "  she  said.  "  It  is  over.  You 
Wilmot,  you  mock  at  me.  You — you — laugh 
at  me." 

"  Mademoiselle " 

"  No  more.  I  kiss  you — and  you  laugh  at  me. 
Ingrate  !  Clod  of  this  English  earth  that  you 
are  !  You — a  nobleman  !  Psha  !  In  France 
we  have  not  such." 

"  No.  In  France  your  '  gentlemen  '  would 
have  returned  your  kisses — taken  all  you'd  give 
them — blasted  your  life,  prospects,  honour — 
and  bragged  of  the  wreckage  at  the  next 
debauch  of  their  fellow  dandies.  I  am  straight 
with  you,  mademoiselle.  You  are  too  good  to 
be  turned  into  a  fille  de  joie — and  you  are  not 
for  me." 

"Is  it  so  much  more  honourable  in  this 
country  to  be  fille  de  joie  to  a  king  ?  "  she 
asked  in  a  hard  voice. 

He  was  silent.  What  could  he  say  ?  There 
was  no  chemical  composite  in  his  being  which 
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found  its  affinity  in  this  woman.  His  heart 
was  a  padlocked  chamber  holding  one  prisoner. 
There  was  no  way  out  of  it  but  the  brutal  truth 
and  the  endurance  of  a  despised  woman's 
adumbrative  hate — the  dark  twin  sister  of 
love.  So,  he  was  silent.  But  she  repeated 
her  query. 

"  You  are  no  child,"  he  said  at  length ; 
"  you  know  what  you  are  doing  if  you  risk 
Charles  Stuart's — protection.  It  will  bring 
you  a  spurious  fame — an  actual  power — and  a 
broken  heart — for  a  good  man  might  make  you 
happy — if  he  loved  you  and  you  loved  him — 
and  yours  is  not  a  nature  to  be  satisfied  with 
mere  fame  and  power." 

"  Milord  is  philosophic." 

"  No,  I  am  not.  But  in  my  sober  moments 
I  rate  men  and  things,  sometimes.  By-and-by 
you  will  rate  me  as  I  am — and  thank  me  that 
I  have  offended  you  beyond  all  hope  of 
pardon." 

He  gave  her  one  of  those  looks  with  which  he 
had  favoured  her  countryman  an  hour  ago. 
She  met  it  and  they  understood  each  other. 
The  interview  was  over.  She  turned  away 
without  a  word.  He  had  formed  her  future 
and  they  both  knew  the  road  she  would 
go.  He  was  powerless  to  prevent  it — and 
the  silence  between  them  as  he  escorted 
her  to  within  hail  of  her  waiting  duenna  and 
kissed  her  hand  in  all  stateliness  at  parting 
was  oppressive. 
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And  neither  of  them  marked  that  division  in 
the  door  hangings  or  the  quick  twitch  which 
pulled  it  together  or  heard  the  felted  footfall 
which  sped  away  as  they  turned  to  leave  the 
room. 


VII 
IN  GREAT  QUEEN  STREET 

"  IT  is  preposterous — iniquitous — at  this 
juncture  of  things  when  the  nation  cannot 
afford  to  pay  its  just  debts  to  seek  to  contract 
the  liability  of  a  foreigner's  war  !  I  say  it  is 
preposterous." 

And  the  old  gentleman  with  his  foot  swathed 
in  bandages  emphasized  his  opinion  by  a  blow 
on  the  table  which  made  the  tall  glasses  dance. 

A  hard-featured  man  with  a  hooked  nose,  a 
strong  bronzed  countenance,  and  a  thin  lipped 
mouth,  whose  bright  blue  eyes,  sharp  as  pins, 
relieved  a  rugged  face,  shook  his  head  as  he  sat 
opposite. 

"  It  isn't  the  fact  that  it  is  a  foreigner's  war 
that  need  trouble  us,"  he  said  ;  "  it  doesn't 
matter  whether  it  is  strictly  just.  No  war  is 
just,  for  it  has  two  sides,  and  the  aggressor  is 
always  wrong  from  the  aggrieved's  point  of 
view  and  vice  versa.  But  our  debate  is — is  it 
a  war  at  all,  or  only  a  bargain." 

The  gouty  old  gentleman  knitted  his  pent- 
house brows. 

"  A  bargain,  Sir  William  ?  " 
48 
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"  Why,  sure,  my  Lord,  Louis  of  France  is  at 
the  bottom  and  Charles  Stuart  is  at  the  top, 
and  England  is  in  the  middle.  I'm  wondering 
if  England  is  in  the  balance  and  isn't  likely  to 
be  tipped  into  Louis's  lap." 

A  silent  man  at  the  side  of  the  table  spoke. 

"  How  may  that  be,  Waller,  when  England  is 
going  to  help  the  French  to  fight  the  Dutch — 
who  want  some  one  to  teach  them  a  lesson  ?  " 

Sir  William  Waller,  Sheriff  of  the  City  of 
London,  to  Charles  II.,  rose,  and  stood  before 
the  fireplace  laying  a  didactic  forefinger  of 
one  hand  on  the  palm  of  the  other. 

"  That's  what's  gossip.  That's  what  the 
Court  folk  say.  But  I  smell  another  smoke. 
Why  did  Madame  d'Orleans  come  over  here  ? 
For  love  of  her  brother  ?  Sand  and  smoke, 
Donamore,  sand  and  smoke !  What  hap- 
pened at  Dover  ?  a  family  party  ?  Sand  and 
smoke  again.  What  passes  betwixt  Charles 
and  Louis  ?  Nobody  knows.  What  reason 
has  Charles  to  love  the  English  who  murdered 
his  father  and  banished  himself  ?  None. 
What  reason  hath  he  to  lie  with  the  French  ? 
His  mother  was  French.  He  was  sheltered  by 
the  French  when  we  turned  him  out  o'  doors. 
His  cousin  Louis  fed  and  fostered  him  when  he 
might  ha'  died  for  lack  of  a  crust  for  all  his 
*  petitioning  lieges '  cared.  Where's  nature  in 
the  matter  ?  All  on  the  side  of  the  French. 
Where's  France  ?  Holding  out's  hand  for 
England.  Where's  Holland  ?  Pooh,  God- 
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frey !  'Tis  nought  but  a  game  of  chuck 
ha'penny." 

His  Lordship  drummed  on  the  table. 

"  Good  Master  Sheriff,  you  are  most  dis- 
quieting." 

"  My  Lord,  I  am  always  for  the  right  set  of 
things.  And  'thout  being  thought  personal  in 
this  house,  I  give  my  opinion  openly  that  it  is 
not  the  Dutch  we've  got  to  fear,  but  the 
Papists." 

His  Lordship  laughed. 

"  You'll  not  hurt  me,  Sir  William.  I'm  no 
Catholic." 

"  No,  but  my  Lady  Warre  is,  and  my  pretty 
mistress  your  granddaughter." 

"  Young  Bet  is  at  an  age  when  religion's  a 
time  of  dreams  with  a  man  in  them.  My 
daughter  takes  the  way  of  her  conscience  and 
expediency.  What's  that  at  the  window,  Sir 
Edmund  ?  ': 

"  'Twas  a  face  I  know,"  said  Sir  Edmund 
Godfrey,  knocking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe  and 
knitting  his  brows. 

Sir  William  Waller  left  the  fireplace  and 
refilled  his  heavy  Dutch  bowl. 

"  It  was  Master  Secretary  Coleman,"  he 
said.  "  He  is  a  crafty  dog,  that.  He  cannot 
come  to  a  house  like  a  straight  man,  but  must 
skirt  the  garden  and  peer  into  the  window  to 
sift  your  company  before  he  knocks  at  your 
door." 

Sir  Edmund  Godfrey  laughed. 
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"  Waller,  thou  hast  the  keenest  eye  for  a 
Papist  and  the  longest  nose|for  a  spy  I  have 
ever  met.  Thou  art  a  very  sleuth  for  the  '  rags 
of  popery  '  and  verily  thou  hast  a  mongrel  on 
thy  track." 

"  Who's  that  ?  " 

"  That  long-visaged  tyke  who  shadows  Tonge 
the  mad  preacher.  What's  his  name,  again  ? 
Bless  me,  he  hath  a  dirty  record  and  an  oily 
mouth.  La  you,  the  scoop-faced  knave  that 
was  expelled  the  Jesuit  College  at  Valladolid." 

"  Master  Titus  Gates." 

"  That's  the  man." 

"  He  is  an  ugly  weathercock.  First,  one  side, 
then,  t'other.  Rotten  priest,  hedge  parson 
and  Whitefriars  carrion.  He's  all  these  by 
turn.  A  snuffling,  bullying,  threatening,  slav- 
ering rascal.  He  ought  to  be  hanged. 
'Twould  save  the  world  much  trouble." 

"  He  hath  a  mind  to  make  friends  with  you 
and  with  my  Lord  Ashley." 

"  And  we  both  have  a  mind  to  have  him  well 
cudgelled.  Here  is  Coleman." 

"  Master  Secretary  "  Edward  Coleman  was 
a  man  of  more  moment  than  historical  superfice 
is  inclined  to  give  him.  Had  it  not  been  for 
that  small,  soft-voiced  creature  who  stood 
salaaming  to  Lord  Hawley  and  his  friends  that 
afternoon  in  Great  Queen  Street  the  Stuart 
dynasty  would  have  held  the  throne  of  England, 
and  the  Dutchman  would  have  kept  his 
distance.  He  was  smooth  and  light  and  gentle. 
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He  avoided  Sir  William  Waller's  sharp  pin- 
point eyes  which  fixed  him  like  a  ferret  fixes  a 
rat.  He  was  unctuously  courteous  to  Sir 
Edmund  Godfrey  whom  he  knew,  and  he  was 
conciliatory  to  old  Lord  Hawley,  who  received 
him  graciously ;  apologising  for  his  inability 
to  stand. 

Coleman  waved  his  hand. 

"  I  come  with  a  message  from  her  Royal 
Highness  the  Duchess  of  York  to  Mistress 
Malet,"  he  said.  "  May  I  deliver  it  ?  "  Lord 
Hawley  struck  the  gong  at  his  side  and  bade  his 
servant  fetch  his  granddaughter.  There  was 
silence  until  she  came,  for  Waller  did  not  like 
Coleman  and  did  not  mind  showing  it,  and  his 
want  of  suavity  damped  Godfrey — a  quiet  man 
who  took  folks  as  they  came  and  never  troubled 
much  about  the  backs  of  their  heads  so  long  as 
their  faces  were  fair ;  while  the  old  Lord 
wondered  what  was  coming  to  his  grandchild, 
who  seemed  to  be  developing  into  a  bit  of  a 
nuisance. 

"  Elle  est  superbe  !  blanche  et  spirituelle — 
avec  une  maniere  hautaine.  Elle  a  Fair  patri- 
cienne."  Yes,  it  was  all  right.  Henri  de 
Rohan  had  catalogued  Elizabeth  Malet  very 
accurately.  Tall,  pale,  high  bred,  with  in- 
scrutable, mysterious  eyes  that  made  Dorset 
rave  over  her  as  "the  lady  of  the  midnight 
eyes."  Her  quiet  reserve  at  a  time  when  many 
women  cultivated  an  almost  babyish  irresponsi- 
bility of  demeanour,  brought  about  her  pretty 
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ears  that  farrago  of  nonsense  anent  the  "  Regent 
of  the  Caverns  of  the  Moon,"  the  "  Queen  of 
the  Snows,"  and  such  like  stuff — all  from 
Dorset,  who  readily  took  Rochester's  place  as 
lampoonist  and  quiz  in  this  case — for  the  other 
noble  wit  from  whose  scathing  satires  and 
quips  no  one  else,  man  or  woman,  was  free 
held  his  tongue  severely,  and  spoke  of  Mistress 
Malet  as  we  have  heard  him,  and  never  wrote 
about  her  at  all. 

She  swept  into  the  room  and  dipped  a 
queenly  curtsey  to  Coleman,  which  by  a  little 
sweep  of  her  body  included  her  grandfather's 
other  guests ;  her  eyes  catching  the  Sheriff  in 
something  that  was  naive — for  Betsy  liked  Sir 
William  better  than  he  liked  Coleman,  and  her 
appearance  never  failed  to  break  up  the  stern 
lines  in  the  face  of  this  merciless  man-hunter. 

"  You've  kept  out  of  our  way,  sweet  Mistress 
Temperance,"  he  said,  "  and  we're  all  the 
worse  for  the  lack." 

"  Aye,  sure,  you  would  be,  for  you've  none 
to  fill  your  flagons  and  see  they  don't  overflow. 
'Tis  I  should  scold  you,  Sir|William,  for  you've 
not  been  to  pay  me  homage  this  many  a  day. 
You  are  a  recreant  knight  and  a  slave  forsworn." 

Waller  laughed  and  saluted  the  young  lady 
with  all  the  freedom  of  an  old  friend. 

"  Homage  !  quotha,"  he  cried.  "  Faith, 
I'm  cross  with  you.  You  are  a  hard-hearted 
wench.  Your  pretty  face  shut  yonder  poor 
chap,  Wilmot,  in  the  Tower.  Ah,  never 
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bridle  and  shoot  sparks  at  me.  I'm  an  old 
fighter,  you  know,  like  the  rest  of  my  name, 
and  flint  and  steel  from  firelock  or  lady's  eyes 
is  all  the  same  to  one  who's  stood  'twixt  throne 
and  freedom  as  have  I.  There's  your  grand- 
sire,  too,  hath  all  a  mind  to  blow  me  out  o' 
window  if  the  asthma  would  but  let  him." 
For  the  old  gentleman,  at  Wilmot's  name,  gave 
a  jump  which  reminded  him  of  his  gout  and 
set  him  coughing  and  swearing.  "  I  care  not. 
John's  a  good  fellow  at  core,  look  you,  and  the  son 
of  my  old  friend  and  companion.  In  the  hands 
of  a  wise  woman  he'd  be  a  good  husband.  You 
might  do  worse  than  sort  out  with  Rochester." 

"  Hath  my  Lord  of  Rochester  commissioned 
you  to  be  his  advocate  ?  "  she  demanded,  her 
ivory  skin  crimsoned. 

"  That  he  hath  not.  Yet  will  I  cry  his 
cause  like  a  city  bellman  or  a  fishmonger's 
'prentice,  and  I'll  dance  at  your  bridal,  for 
I've  a  good  leg  yet.  Look  where  Mr.  Secretary 
Coleman  smiles  at  thee." 

Betsy  bit  her  lip.  She  knew  it  was  of  no  use 
to  be  angry  with  the  Sheriff,  who  could  teaze 
right  well  when  he  liked.  She  knew  that  to 
pursue  the  subject  before  her  grandfather 
would  be  to  bring  Pelion  on  Ossa,  so  she  turned 
to  Coleman  with  her  usual  imperturbability, 
and  the  sudden  crimson  superseded  by  her 
customary  pallor. 

"  I  am  at  your  will,  sir,"  she  said. 

The  Duke's  secretary  bowed. 
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"  I  am  commissioned  by  her  Royal  Highness 
the  Duchess  of  York  to  tell  you  that  she  hath 
great  desire  for  your  service  and  beauty  at  her 
court.  She  hath  already  spoken  to  her  Majesty 
anent  the  matter  and  her  Majesty  is  willing  to 
part  with  her  fairest  flower  for  love  of  her 
Royal  Highness.  If  you  are  mindful  to  the 
exchange,  as  no  doubt  you  will  be,  her  Royal 
Highness  would  wish  you  to  enter  on  your 
duties  with  the  morn." 

Betsy  pouted  her  pretty  mouth.  The  Court 
of  Saint  James's  was  not  so  attractive  as  the 
Queen's  Court  at  Somerset  House  and  White- 
hall. It  was  dull  and  stupid  by  comparison, 
for  the  Duchess  was  in  poor  health,  and  her 
recent  conversion  to  Roman  Catholicism  made 
her  excessively  religious,  her  ecstatic  atmos- 
phere enveloping  everything  about  her,  even 
to  that  queer  mixture  the  Duke  himself. 

The  Queen's  court  was  lively  and  full  of 
frolic.  All  her  friends  were  there  and 
Katherine  herself  was  a  good-natured  little 
woman — if  feather  brained  and  trivial.  Beside 
— beside — to  be  sure,  he  was  like  the  bad  boy — 
always  being  put  in  the  corner — but — but — he 
always  returned  in  full  grace  and  handsomer, 
more  popular  than  ever — and — and — in  short, 
there  was  much  against  the  Court  of  St.  James's. 

She  looked  across  Coleman's  head  at  Sir 
William  Waller.  To  her  surprise  he  was 
slowly  shaking  his,  and  pursing  his  lips  into  the 
form,  "  Don't  go." 
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Mistress  Malet  was  perplexed.  The  Sheriff 
must  have  some  reason  for  this.  He  had  a 
reason  for  everything.  Betsy  wished  she  could 
get  him  aside  and  make  him  tell  it  to  her,  but 
this  was  impossible  for  the  smirking  secretary 
had  to  be  answered  ;  and  it  is  not  an  easy  thing 
for  a  girl  to  frame  a  snub  for  a  princess  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment. 

"  Sir,"  she  said,  "  I  am  most  grateful  to  her 
Royal  Highness.  But,  before  I  take  this  step 
may  I  be  permitted  to  see  her  Majesty  ?  ': 

"  Wherefore,  good  mistress  ?  Her  Majesty 
and  her  Royal  Highness  have  already  settled  it. 
Her  Majesty  hath  no  further  need  for  you." 

Mr.  Secretary  Coleman  resembled  his  royal 
master.  At  the  crux  of  things  he  made  a 
tactless  blunder.  A  few  years  after  this  con- 
versation a  silly  remark  lost  him  his  head — for 
it  led  to  the  discovery  of  the  famous  "  letters  " 
which  plunged  the  country  into  the  vortex  of 
the  Popish  Plot. 

Here  and  now  he  suggested  that  the  Queen 
had  tired  of  her  maid  of  honour,  and  the  maid 
of  honour  was  highly  indignant. 

"  Sir,"  she  said,  her  chin  in  the  air,  "  I  must 
get  my  dismissal  from  her  Majesty's  own 
mouth.  I  have  done  nought  to  be  treated  like 
a  froward  child — to  be  sent  from  one  school  to 
another.  The  way  you  put  it  sounds  as  if  her 
Majesty  had  wished  to  be  rid  of  me." 

Mr.  Secretary  Coleman  smiled  and  shrugged. 
Betsy  Malet  had  a  temper  (those  quiet  girls, 


IN  GREAT  QUEEN  STREET        57 

with  mysterious  eyes,  always  have).  She  felt 
as  if  she  would  like  to  have  boxed  his  ears. 
She  dipped  a  curtsey  more  profound  than 
before. 

"  Beseech  you,  good  master  Secretary,  make 
my  best  respects  and  duty  to  her  Royal  High- 
ness and  tell  her  that  when  the  Queen  bids  me 
leave  her  I'll  pack  my  traps  and  come  straight 
to  St.  James's.  I  don't  impugn  your  word,  sir, 
but  I'll  touch  no  go-between." 

"  Faith,  mistress,  you've  too  commercial  a 
head  for  this  frivolous  world,"  Mr.  Secretary 
Coleman  almost  snarled  at  her.  "  Hath  my 
Lord,  your  grandsire,  nought  to  say  to  your 
ruining  yourself  like  this  ?  ': 

Lord  Hawley's  thick  brows  met.  He  had 
seen  the  communication  between  Waller  and 
his  grandchild,  and  though  at  the  outset  he  had 
been  rather  pleased  at  the  prospect  of  the 
change,  for  it  removed  the  girl  from  the 
possibility  of  an  influence  which  he  considered 
evil,  he  knew  not  what  to  think  on  the  top  of 
Waller's  gesture.  The  Sheriff  was  a  level- 
headed man,  and  no  coil  in  London  escaped  his 
eyes.  As  Sir  Edmund  Godfrey,  the  magistrate, 
had  said  :  "  He  ran  men  and  things  to  earth 
with  the  instinct  of  a  sleuth."  Therefore 
Lord  Hawley  wrinkled  his  brows  and  repudiated 
his  responsibility  to  Coleman. 

"  The  wench  is  free  to  please  herself,"  he 
said. 

"  In  everything  ?  "  smiled  Coleman. 
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"  My  grandchild  is  no  fool  body,"  said  the 
old  gentleman,  testily,  "  and  I  think  'tis  well 
she  take  her  conge,  if  it  be  so,  from  the 
Queen." 

"  This  is  an  insult  to  her  Royal  Highness,  my 
Lord." 

"  I  think  not.  Her  royal  husband  hath  a 
saying,  *  Go  straight  to  the  head  of  things  if 
you  want  to  find  the  truth  on  'em,'  and  sure 
'tis  no  insult  to  his  wife  to  take  her  husband's 
way." 

It  was  Coleman's  turn  to  crimson.  Old 
Lord  Hawley  could  say  nasty  things  and  so 
could  his  grandchild,  if  need  were. 

"  I  will  tell  her  Royal  Highness  just  what 
you  say,"  he  remarked,  with  dangerous  sweet- 
ness. 

"  'Tis  as  well,  sir.  The  Duchess  is  a  sensible 
woman  and  hath  full  knowledge  of  the  slippery 
times  we  live  in." 

Lord  Hawley  touched  his  gong  again,  and  in 
two  minutes  Coleman  was  gone. 

Betsy  swept  up  to  Waller. 

"  What  did  you  do  that  for  ?  "  she  demanded. 

"  Bless  your  sweet  face,  I  don't  want  to  see 
you  turned  into  a  decoy  duck." 

"  A — what  ?  "  She  was  most  indignant 
again.  She  was  a  very  discreet  young  lady  was 
Mistress  Elizabeth  Malet. 

"  La  you  there  !  Have  you  no  eyes  but  for 
one  man  i'  th'  world  ?  Is  there  no  other  pretty 
gallant  who  mops  and  mows  and  bobs  and  ogles 
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and  dances  'tendance  on  your  every  wink  and 
turn  ?  Oh,  I  know  there  is  an  army  of  'em — 
but  there's  one  who  would  be  standard  bearer 
and  guard  d'avance  if  he  could." 

"  I — don't — understand." 

"  Thou  art  the  bonniest  and  the  clumsiest 
liar  I  have  ever  met.  If  tha'  dost  not  under- 
stand I'll  make  a  doggerel  on't  should  turn  your 
own  sweetheart  green  with  envy — 

There  was  once  a  young  man  came  from 

France, 

Who  tried  to  teach  Betsy  to  dance, 
They  called  him  de  Rohan,  but  times  were 

soon  showin' 
His  name  was  as  vague  as  his  chance." 

The  Sheriff  laughed  at  these  four  lines  of 
impromptu  rubbish  until  he  choked  and  com- 
ported himself  as  if  he  had  been  flecked  with 
the  cloak  of  Milton.  Betsy,  too,  although 
confused  and  angry,  could  not  help  joining  in 
his  merriment. 

"  Am  I  not  a  happy  rhymester  ?  "  he  cried. 

"  Thou  art  not  so  good  a  rhymester  as  thou 
art  a  tracker,"  she  said.  "  I'll  rhyme  thee  for 
a  bodle,  but  I'll  back  thee  at  all  stakes  to  trace 
a  plot  to  its  source.  Therefore,  I  pr'ythee,  be 
explicit." 

"  Well  then,  I'll  speak  you  wide-mouthed. 
There  is,  at  Somerset  House,  a  young  French- 
man— a  newcomer." 

"  M.  de  Rohan— yes." 
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"  This  same  M.  de  Rohan  hath  all  a  mind  to 
cut  out  my  poor  friend,  John  of  Oxford.  Is 
it  not  so  ?  " 

"  He — hath — been — well,  Sir  William,  he 
talks  to  me,  sometimes." 

"  And  makes  love  to  you  other  times,  and 
follows  you  at  all  times.  That'll  do,  any  way. 
The  young  Frenchman  carries  skaith*  in's 
pack.  '  There's  more  in  this  than  meets  the 
eye,'  as  my  namesake  says.  My  Lord  Ashley 
and  I  have  talked  on't  often  ;  for,  his  Royal 
Highness  the  Duke  of  York  casteth  nets  for  this 
youngster,  for  what  reason  God  and  Coleman 
only  know.  He  hath  several  times  tried  to 
get  the  young  Frenchman  into's  clutches,  but 
all  to  nought,  so  far.  Now,  they  have  hit  on 
thee." 

"  Me  ?  " 

"  Dull  wench,  canst  tha'  not  see  ?  If  you 
go  to  St.  James's  de  Rohan  follows — sure's  the 
detonation  comes  behind  the  flash — and  they 
catch  their  bird  with  Betsy  Malet  as  scape- 
goat." 

"  I'll  not  go  to  St.  James's — not  if  the  Queen 
commands." 

"  I  wouldn't.  Stay  at  home  and  be  kind  to 
poor  Jock." 

"  Be  quiet,  Sir  William.  You  are  talking 
mush." 

"  'Tis  a  good  porridge  which  will  stand 
the  fire." 

*  Mischief,  a  snare. 
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"  You'll  anger  my  grandsire." 

"  Eh  well,  I'll  leave  you  to  bear  the  brunt 
on't  if  I  do." 

Betsy  turned  her  pretty  back  on  him,  and 
sat  with  much  dignified  stateliness,  by  Godfrey, 
and  Sir  William  Waller  laughed  till  the  tears 
ran. 


VIII 
SOMERSET  HOUSE 

"  VERILY,  maid,  you  puzzle  me.  Wherefore 
should  my  sister  York  send  such  message  ?  I 
gave  it  no  sanction." 

"  Master  Secretary  Coleman  said  you  had 
'ranged  it  all  between  you,  madam.  And  that 
I  was  to  go  to-day." 

"  'Tis  false,  querida.  When  the  Duchess 
spoke  on't  I  gave  neither  will  nor  hindrance, 
but  yet  I  gave  her  no  licence  neither  for  her 
to  take  thee  'thout  asking.  Madre  de  Deos  ! 
these  people  would  thrust  me  out  of  all  an  they 
could.  But  I'll  sort  them.  Come  hither, 
hija." 

Betsy  came  to  the  Queen's  chair  and  the 
little  brown  hand  of  her  Majesty  pulled  her  on 
to  the  footstool. 

"  Thou  hast  nineteen  years  of  age." 

"  'Tis  true,  madam." 

"  And  thou  favourest  none — save — save — 
this  Rochester.  Lisa,  do  you  love  this 
naughty  good-for-nought  ?  " 

Elizabeth  Malet  looked  up  into  Katherine  of 
Braganza's  eyes.  The  question  was  such  a 
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straight  thrust  and  the  opinion  it  covered  was 
decked  with  a  smile  which  made  the  Queen's 
face  very  attractive.  Mistress  Betsy  was  a 
thoughtful  young  woman  with  a  latent  faculty 
for  discrimination,  and  the  like  of  these  have 
slight  respect  for  mere  accidents  of  station. 
She  was  the  only  one  of  the  train  of  her  maids 
who  had  the  temerity  to  speak  "  wide- 
mouthed,"  as  Sir  William  Waller  had  said,  to 
her  Majesty.  She  cast  a  sly  glance  upward. 

"  Your  Majesty  doesn't  think  my  Lord  of 
Rochester — a  naughty  good-for-nought." 

"  Oh,  but  I  do,  nenna  meu.  He  hath  the 
credit  of  all — the — the — fracas — the — the — 
rows  we  hear  of  in  this  town.  Cielo  !  he  is — 
bankrupt  in  grace,  Lisa  bella." 

"  Lisa  bella  "  bent  her  head  until  her  fore- 
head nearly  touched  the  royal  knee.  The 
Queen's  hand  left  hers  and  lightly  swept  her 
hair. 

"  Would  it  not  be  best  to  let  him  go  ?  "  she 
whispered. 

Betsy  looked  up  and  her  eyes  were  glittering 
with  unshed  tears. 

"  I  can't  !  "  she  trembled. 

Katherine  nodded  sapiently. 

"  'Tis  not  so  hard,  hija.  You  love  a  man  ! 
Deos  de  me  'alma  !  What  folly  !  He  is  un- 
worthy. They  all  are.  He  make  you  think 
life  is  a  serious  thing.  It  is  a  lie,  Lisa.  Life 
is  a  big  joke,  a  long  frolic.  You  let  him  go — 
throw  him  aside — and  you  see  how  it  is.  What 
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a  fool  you  were,  and  what  an  escape  you  have 
had.  This  Rochester  is — fair  to  look  on — yes. 
But — but — Madonna,  he  is  cracked.  What 
would  you  do  with  him  ?  Tush,  wench, 
methinks  he  would  do  best  as  a  rope  dancer — 
like  the  Duchess  of  Cleveland's  fancy  man — 
or  a  nostrum  quack  with  a  truck  and  a 
jackass." 

Betsy  crouched  on  the  stool,  let  her  elbow 
rest  on  her  knee  and  looked  steadily  at  the 
Queen.  It  seemed  so  strange  to  hear  this 
woman  talk  so.  This  little  brown-faced  lady 
who  had  come  to  England  straight  from  a 
remote  and  sequestered  corner  of  her  native 
land,  a  Portuguese  convent,  to  take  in  hand  for 
shaping  and  making  : — a  naughty  good-for- 
nought — a  creature  of  wayward  clay:  of  her 
own.  And  how  had  she  done  it  ?  She  let  him  go 
and  turned  life  into  a  deadly  jest — a  ghastly 
mockery.  She  spoke  of  his  "  ame  damnee"  that 
same  Duchess  of  Cleveland,  as  smoothly  as  if  she 
had  been  no  concern  of  hers,  and  she  looked 
fat  and  comfortable  with  the  derelict  wreckage 
of  that  man's  life  hanging  round  her. 

Betsy  Malet  sat  with  her  ringers  on  her  lips 
and  those  searching  eyes  disturbing  the  easy- 
going Queen. 

"  I  fancy,  somehow,  my  man  would  go  my 
way,"  murmured  Mistress  Malet,  egoistically 
and  introspectively.  But  she  did  not  speak 
aloud,  and  Katherine  went  on  : 

"  You  have  other  suitors,  querida." 
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Betsy  nodded.     Her  other  suitors  were  im- 
material. 

"  You  have  one  other  suitor,  querida." 
Betsy  nodded  again.     To  be  sure,  there  is 
safety  in  numbers. 

"  He  loves  thee  well,  querida." 
"  Querida  "   nodded  for   the  third  time — 
dubiously — and  pouted. 

"  Hath  he  not  told  thee  so  ?  " 
"  Which  of  these  other  suitors  does  your 
Majesty  mean  ?  "  she  asked  with  reprehensible 
hypocrisy. 

"  Girl,  you  play  with  me.  I  mean  M.  de 
Rohan — the  newest  of  my  gentlemen." 

"  Oh-h,  yes.  M.  de  Rohan  is — very — gal- 
lant. Your  Majesty  knows  the  Frenchmen 
cultivate  it  for  all  times  and  seasons." 

"  Why,  Lisa,  he  hath  come  straight  from  the 
Jesuit  Seminary.  He  hath  seen  no  woman 
before  thee.  He  will  put  no  woman  before 
thee.  Thou  hast  the  chance  of  a  white  heart. 
What  a  prize  for  a  woman  !  " 

Betsy  Malet  took  herself  in  her  own  embrace. 
"  I  don't  know,"  she  said,  her  eyes  leaving 
the  Queen's  face  and  roaming  round  the  room. 
"  I  don't  know.  There's  more  chance  of  peace 
with  a  man  who  hath  knowledge  of  life.  I  have 
no  liking  for  a  green  boy.  I  could  not  stand  a 
self-righteous  soul  who'd  tell  his  beads  a'morn- 
ing,  and  sing  the  psalms  o'night,  and  who'd  lay 
me  down  and  give  me  duty  set  to  a  Bible 
canticle,  and  piously  brag  on't  when  all's  done. 

E 
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There's  no  spice  in  life  and  'tis  not  in  one's 
man — and  so  long's  I  pepper  my  stew  my  own 
way  I  care  not  how  it  seethes." 

"  Bless  me,  wench,  thou  art  a  woman  o'  the 
books  !  If  reading  and  learning  give  one  such 
queer  maggots  I'm  glad  they  were  never  for 
Lisbon  Kate." 

They  both  rose. 

"  Now,  madam,  you  are  angered  with  me  ! 
I  cry  you  pardon,  for  I'd  not  have  your  highness 
see  me  falsely.  And  very  sure  am  I  'tis  truth 
I'm  speaking,  and  good  sound  human  woman's 
nature.  Look  abroad,  most  noble  lady,  and 
see  how  things  are,  and  you'll  find  they  fit  my 
speech.  'Tis  only  that  I  talk  to  please  my 
thoughts,  and  a  cloister  maid  talks  to  please  her 
company,  and  weds  to  please  herself." 

"  Thou  art  a  strange  wench,  Lisa.  'Times  I 
know  not  how  to  take  thee.  But  all  this  goes 
from  the  point  on  which  we  turn.  Wilt  thou 
take  other  counsel  than  mine  ?  " 

"  To  what  end,  madam  ?  " 

"  Lisa,  Lisa,  my  mouth  is  shut  on  the  one 
side,  tho'  wide  eno'  on  t'other.  It  is  thy  destiny. 
Girl,  I — the  Queen  of  England — do  beseech 
you  to  provoke  no  further  broil.  See,  here 
conies  one  would  speak  to  thee — whose  tongue 
should  prevail  where  my  poor  arguments  fail." 

The  tapestry  behind  the  royal  chair  was 
raised  as  the  Queen  began  to  speak,  and  the 
French  Jesuit,  Pere  Colombier,  stood  beside 
them. 
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Elizabeth  Malet  was  amazed.  What  on 
earth  did  Queen  Katherine  mean  ?  She  be- 
sought her  to  provoke  no  further  broil !  It 
was  her  destiny  !  What  was  her  destiny  ?  To 
be  pestered  by  that  dark-eyed,  none  too  well 
favoured  foreigner  who  had  chosen  to  single  her 
out  for  his  attentions  ?  By  God's  fish  !  as  her 
other  lover  and  his  Majesty  swore — this  was  a 
fine  thing  and  not  easy  of  digestion  to  so  wilful 
a  maid. 

The  Queen  and  the  priest  murmured  together 
in  Portuguese,  and  presently  her  Majesty  sailed 
out  of  the  room.  Mistress  Malet  moved  to 
follow.  She  felt  that  it  was  positively  wicked 
in  her — akin  to  sacrilege — but  somehow  she  did 
not  feel  comfortable  with  this  benevolent 
ecclesiastic.  The  fame  of  his  sanctity  had 
spread  over  devout  Europe — not  a  very  large 
portion  of  the  continent  then,  any  more  than 
now,  had  the  sincerity  of  the  religious  emotion 
been  collected  in  its  conglomerate,  but  dis- 
persed it  made  a  goodly  show,  and  Pere 
Colombier  was  beatified  by  all  good  catholics. 
But  that  troublesome  tendency  for  gauging  the 
Fact  rather  than  the  Fanciful  which  so  often 
got  her  into  trouble,  impressed  a  most  lament- 
able distrust  of  this  mild,  placid  Jesuit  upon 
Mistress  Malet's  rectifying  mind.  He  did  not 
mean  her  any  good.  That  was  the  sum  of  it. 
These  priests  looked  on  women  as  tools  and 
decoys,  as  Sir  William  Waller  had  said. 

"  My  child,"  quoth  a  recalling  voice. 
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"  Father  ?  "  interrogated  Betsy,  planting  her 
feet  firmly,  resolved  not  to  yield  an  inch  of  her 
independence  to  church  or  state. 

"  Our  gracious  lady,  the  Queen,  hath  much 
praise  of  you  as  a  prudent,  wise,  and  con- 
scientious damsel." 

"  To  the  last  qualification,  father,  I'm  sure 
I  lend  my  best  aid.  For  the  first,  'tis  the 
kindness  of  my  friends  to  rate  me  so." 

"  You  are  a  silent  maid." 

"  When  there's  little  to  talk  on,  sir." 

"You  are  no  giddy  wench." 

"  Not  when  there's  nought  to  turn  my  head." 

"  Ah-ah-ah  !  thou  hast  said  it.  What  turns 
a  maiden's  head  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  my 
child  ?  " 

"  Sure,  her  tirewoman,  when  she  curleth 
her  hair." 

She  said  it  with  such  mischievous  simplicity 
that  the  priest  stared  at  her.  Her  face  was 
ivory  pale,  immobile,  no  trace  of  irony  or 
satire  disturbing  the  habitual  thoughtful 
gravity  which  suited  her  style  of  beauty  so  well, 
and  brought  on  her  from  her  frivolous  compeers 
the  cognomen  of  "  The  melancholy  Beauty." 

Why  are  people  deceived  by  those  grave  girls 
whose  smiles  are  rare,  and  whose  eyes  are 
electrodes  ? 

If  Betsy  Malet  had  been  a  knotty  crux  in 
theology — a  point  in  dialectics — a  polemical 
dogma — or  the  premiss  of  a  syllogism,  Father 
Colombier  could  have  managed  her  better.  He 
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would  have  deduced  her  according  to  the  rules 
of  his  particular  order — resolved  her  into  the 
Jesuitical  conception  of  things  and  turned  her 
into  a  product  of  his  own  peculiar  construction. 
A  system  of  mental  manipulation  which  is,  has 
been,  and  will  be  the  end,  aim  and  object,  the 
creed  and  bible  of  such  associations  as  he 
belonged  to  until  they  die  of  inanition  or  are 
killed  by  commonsense. 

Bet  Malet  was  a  problem — yes.  But  they 
did  not  construe  such  puzzles  at  St.  Omer's. 

Father  Colombier  smiled — a  trifle  deprecat- 
ingly. 

"  Is  there  no  other  wheel  of  revolution, 
maiden  ?  " 

"  Sure,  sir,  you  must  know  all  things  better 
than  I." 

"  My  child,  thou  art  fair.  They  tell  thee  so 
often,  belike,  for  thy  cheek  does  not  blush 
when  I  say  it." 

"  Sure,  sir,  'tis  not  so  interesting.  'Twill 
fade  as  the  days  go,  and  'twill  die  if  I  catch  the 
smallpox  or  the  plague." 

"  Why,  mistress,  'tis  a  fresh  breeze  to  find  a 
woman  so  sensible." 

"  I'm  glad  I  please  you,  father." 

"  Aye,  so  thou  dost.  I  hope  'twill  always 
be  so.  Thou  art  a  girl  'tis  well  to  go  straight 
at  issue  with." 

"  If  you'll  be  so  good,  sir." 

"  I  am  told  thou  hast  a  lover — a  wicked 
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"  He  isn't !  He  is  maligned  !  They  have 
misled  thee — er — er — which  of  my  lovers  do 
you  mean  ?  " 

"  The  Earl  of  Rochester." 

"  I  cannot  talk  on  my  Lord  of  Rochester  with 
one  who  knows  him  not." 

"  Maiden,  do  you  feel  a  woman's  love  for 
this  man  ?  It  is  not  idle  curiosity  that  prompts 
the  question.  Answer." 

He  could  not  complain  that  her  cheek  was 
pallid  now.  Face,  neck  and  bosom  glowed  a 
warm  rose  pink.  Love  him  with  a  woman's 
love  !  What  could  she  say  ?  How  could  she 
stop  such  catechizing  ?  How  could  she  stand, 
cool  and  collected,  and  let  that  beautiful  good 
for  nought — that  elegant,  clever,  witty,  delight- 
ful rapscallion  be  analyzed  by  this  venerable 
purist.  His  naughty  atrocities  laid  on  the 
floor,  so  to  speak,  and  spread  for  dissection — 
by  this  teleologist  of  the  Single  Idea  ? 

She  couldn't  do  it — and  she  wouldn't — that's 
another  thing  !  Girls  of  nineteen  never  take 
first  prize  in  the  college  of  logic,  anyhow.  She 
knew  what  she  knew.  She  didn't  know  how 
she  knew  it,  and  she  didn't  care. 

"  With  deference,  father.  The  answer  to 
that  query  is  the  right  of  one  man,  and  he  no 
priest." 

"  Daughter,  am  I  not  thy  ghostly  father  ?  " 

"  'Tis  true,  sir." 

"  And  thou  shouldst  have  no  secrets  from 
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Pere  Colombier  drew  himself  up  impressively. 

Mistress  Malet  imitated  him.  She  had  the 
greatest  objection  to  truckle  to  a  ghostly 
father. 

"  Again  with  deference,  sir.  There  is  a 
closet  in  a  maid's  heart  of  which  no  sort  of 
father  can  hold  the  key.  Bless  me,  there  are 
times  when  the  maid  herself  hath  lost  the 
trick  on't." 

She  deliberately  turned  away  and  walked  to 
the  window.  A  curious  light  shone  in  the 
priest's  pale  eyes  behind  Mistress  Malet's  back, 
and  he  clenched  his  fingers  spasmodically.  If 
he  had  followed  the  bent  of  his  inclination,  this 
saintly  initiator  of  the  Cult  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  would  have  taken  Betsy  by  her  handsome 
shoulders  and  shaken  her  into  the  slavish 
amenability  he  was  accustomed  to  encounter. 
There  was  an  independence — a  self-reliance 
about  Mistress  Malet  which  caused  her  "  ghostly 
father  "  to  take  quite  a  human  (videlicet — spite- 
ful) pleasure  in  the  pain  he  knew  he  held  in 
store  for  her.  For  come  his  way  she  must. 
Beside,  his  way  was  her  salvation — the  path  to 
Paradise  and  the  glory  of  the  Church.  Her 
own,  the  road  of  the  world,  the  flesh  and  the 
devil — in  the  graceful  person  of  the  Earl  of 
Rochester. 

"  I  tell  thee,  maiden,  it  is  no  idle  curiosity 
makes  me  probe  thee.  I  can  understand  thy 
repugnance  to  answer — and  perhaps  thy  doubt- 
ings.  But,  if  thou  hast  a  woman's  love  for  this 
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man,  I  charge  thee  on  thy  maidenhood — on  the 
weal  of  thy  immortal  soul — in  the  name  of  our 
Divine  Mediator — to  tear  him  from  thy  heart 
— root  and  branch.  He  is  thy  tempter — thy 
cross — thy  trial.  Thy  path  with  him  will  lead 
to  the  Dead  Sea.  He  is  forsworn  and  false,  and 
useth  thee  with  foul  hands." 

She  turned  round  and  somehow  her  white 
face  and  starry  eyes  looked  dangerous. 

"  Why  should  you  say  this  ?  ': 

"  You  said  you  could  not  talk  on  this  man  to 
one  who  did  not  know  him.  That  is  not  me. 
I  know  him  well.  I  know  his  hidden  ways. 
Those  crimes  he'd  keep  from  his  kind.  Pro- 
fligate, licentious,  a  freethinker  of  the  vilest 
type,  vicious  and  froward,  an  angel's  face  with 
a  demon's  heart.  Thou  ! — a  maid — exalted, 
virtuous,  pure  and  proud — to  love  this  man 
who  dandles  Charles  Stuart's  wanton  in's  lap 
in  the  dark  hours  of  the  night  and  commits  sin 
with  her." 

"  'Tis  a  lie  !  " 

She  might  have  been  running  a  Greek  race — 
so  breathless  came  it. 

"  It  is  a  truth.     I  can  prove  it." 

"  Do." 

The  priest  smiled,  and  stepping  back  raised 
the  tapestry  and  beckoned.  A  man  answered 
the  gesture,  a  slight,  fair-haired  man  with  a 
turned-up  nose,  small  twinkling  eyes  of  a  vivid 
blue,  and  a  wide  flexible  mouth.  He  was  not 
an  ill-looking  fellow  and  would  have  passed  for 
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a  comedian  with  that  merry  unscrupulous  big 
mouth  if  he  had  not  stood  confessed  in  his  own 
identity — a  garrulous,  gossipy  valet — who 
could  spy,  and  fetch  and  carry,  and  possibly 
garnish,  but  no  more. 

"  This  man  is  not  clever  enough  to  invent  the 
tale  he  tells,  and  too  clever  not  to  know  the 
punishment  he  risks  if  'tis  false.  Andrew 
Stillingfleet,  repeat  to  the  gentlewoman  the 
doings  of  thy  Lord." 

It  is  needless  to  give  Master  Stillingfleet's 
recapitulation  of  the  meeting  between  Roches- 
ter and  Mademoiselle  de  Keroual,  or  how  he 
dwelt  with  the  unctuousness  of  the  vulgar 
mind  on  the  strong  evidence  of  illicit  love 
between  them.  How  he  had  caught  them  in 
each  other's  arms  taking  that  farewell  kiss 
before  the  Frenchwoman  left  her  paramour. 
Nasty  sound  !  dragonwort  to  the  poor  woman 
who  heard  it.  The  priest  watched  her  face  as 
Stillingfleet  told  his  story  and  he  wondered  at 
and  admired  her  self-control.  She  turned  on 
him  at  its  end  with  a  cold  question  and 
impassive  eyes. 

"  Can  you  vouch  for  the  truth  on't  ?  " 

"  I  have  other  evidence.  I  would  save  thee 
from  destruction,  maiden." 

"  To  what  end  ?  " 

"  To  the  end  of  thine  own  happiness — the 
greater  glory  of  God,  and  the  good  of  this 
disordered  land." 

She  moved  her  eyes  on  to  Stillingfleet. 
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"  Hast  thou  more  to  say  ?  " 

"  I  am  in  the  good  father's  hands,"  he  said. 
"  I  am  a  catholic,  madam,  and  a  truthful  man — 
though  I'm  but  in  service.  I  have  no  ill  will 
against  my  Lord  in  saying  what  I  do.  The 
father  tells  me  'tis  my  duty  to  be  open  with 
your  ladyship." 

"  Hast  done  ?  " 

"  That's  all,  my  lady." 

"  Go." 

She  waved  her  hand.  Father  Colombier 
nodded  and  Stillingfleet  disappeared. 

She  turned  her  dulled  and  clouded  eyes  on 
the  priest. 

"  You  go,  too." 

"  I,  my  daughter,  nay,  'tis  time  I  stayed." 

"  Not  now,  sir.   I  beg  you  to  leave  me." 

"  'Tis  at  such  times  religion  speaks,  my 
child." 

"  My  own  thoughts  speak  so  loud,  sir,  there's 
no  room  for  other  language." 

She  turned  her  back  again  on  him,  and  once 
more  looked  forth  on  the  world  outside  the 
window. 

She  had  despised  that  poor  little  brown- 
faced  Portuguese  awhile  back  for  her  mis- 
management of  her  man — and  now — and 
now — !  Love  him  with  a  woman's  love  ! — a 
— a  woman's  love  1  What  is  it  ?  What  does 
it  mean  ? 

Deos  de  me  'alma  !     What  folly  ! 

Pere  Colombier  moved  to  the  tapestry,  not 
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feeling  too  comfortable  even  though  he  had 
done  his  duty  as  a  pastor  and  a  Jesuit.  As  he 
lowered  the  cloth  behind  him  he  heard  a  thud, 
and  coming  quickly  back  found  Mistress  Malet 
prone  on  the  floor. 


IX 
ORIENTATIONS 

THERE  was  no  doubt  about  the  sincerity  of 
Monsieur  de  Rohan's  attentions  to  Mistress 
Malet.  It  was  no  touch  and  go  affair  like  the 
volatile  entanglements  of  the  gay  and  careless 
courtiers.  He  meant  business,  and  people 
began  to  wonder  if  the  haughty  beauty  would 
follow  the  example  of  her  friend  and  namesake 
Mistress  Elizabeth  Hamilton,  and  pair  off 
with  the  cadet  of  a  noble  French  family.  But, 
in  spite  of  Monsieur  de  Rohan's  obvious 
earnestness  and  persistence — Mistress  Malet 
puzzled  the  folks.  She  let  him  come,  and  she 
did  not  hinder  him.  She  let  him  go,  and  she, 
did  not  grieve  for  him.  She  was  perfectly 
neutral  in  the  matter,  and  though  she  did 
not  repulse  him  she  treated  him  with  no 
greater  grace  than  she  accorded  to  her 
Majesty's  other  gentlemen — and  such  was  the 
evidence  of  the  Frenchman's  passion  that  the 
gossips  put  down  Betsy  as  either  the  quint- 
essence of  a  flirt  or  the  most  callous  girl  in 
England. 

Meanwhile,  the  Queen  watched  them  closely, 
76 
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and  parried  the  attacks  from  St.  James's 
Palace  ;  for  the  Duchess  of  York  still  desired 
an  exchange  of  maids — and  with  more  emphasis 
as  time  went  on,  and  the  mystery  about 
Monsieur  de  Rohan  became  current  whispering 
— and  his  love  for  Elizabeth  Malet  grew 
deeper — and  the  hints  and  queries  of  his 
Royal  Highness  of  York  received  more  and 
more  evasive  answers. 

Yes,  there  was  something  mysterious  about 
Henri  de  Rohan,  and  the  vapid  wenches  of 
Katherine's  entourage  who  dearly  loved  im- 
broglio quite  envied  Betsy  her  power  to  attract 
the  man  who  seemed  to  be  the  centre  of 
so  much  interest.  And  the  murmur  went 
round  that  the  lovable  scamp,  Rochester,  was 
still  in  disgrace,  and  that  Mistress  Malet 
ignored  his  existence — perhaps,  had  forgotten 
him. 

Forgotten  him  ! 

One  person  in  the  Court  wore  a  contra- 
dictory face  over  these  vital  trivialities.  This 
was  that  same  Mistress  Hamilton,  who  in  her 
fair  person  lined  up  with  Mistress  Malet  as  the 
other  one  of  Queen  Katherine's  loveliest  pair  of 
gentlewomen.  Mistress  Hamilton  made  no 
secret  of  her  preference  for  the  witty  and 
charming  Frenchman — Grammont.  She  openly 
avowed  that  she  intended  to  marry  him.  He 
had  been  recalled  to  France  on  the  death  of 
his  brother,  which  made  him  the  Comte  de 
Grammont,  and  to  the  withdrawal  of  the 
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displeasure  of  the  French  monarch,  which  had 
made  him  an  exile. 

During  his  absence  Mistress  Hamilton  had 
time  to  look  into  other  love  affairs  beside  her 
own,  and  naturally,  those  of  her  friend  and 
playmate  attracted  her  attention.  Mistress 
Hamilton,  though  the  sweetest,  most  ingenuous 
and  loveliest  of  gentlewomen,  was  skilled  by 
circumstances  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  and 
had  a  reasonable  power,  owing  to  her  natural 
quickness,  for  anatomizing  courtcraft. 

Betsy  Malet  and  her  lovers  bothered  Bet 
Hamilton  more  than  a  little — for  Elizabeth  the 
First  was  so  close  and  uncommunicative  that 
Elizabeth  the  Second  was  inclined  to  pick  a 
quarrel  with  her  for  her  lack  of  candour. 
And  the  placid  Jesuit,  Pere  Colombier  oscillated 
between  the  Courts  of  Somerset  House  and 
St.  James's,  and  the  sharp-eyed  maid  of  honour 
felt  sure  somehow  that  her  friend  and  that 
enigmatic  Frenchman  were  objects  of  interest 
with  him. 

One  day  a  strange  thing  happened.  The 
Duchess  of  York  had  been  more  than  usually 
solicitous  about  the  transfer  of  Mistress  Malet 
to  her  suite.  The  Queen,  a  woman  of  quick 
temper,  accused  her  of  acting  under  the  orders 
of  the  Duke  and  for  neither  "  stress  nor  love  for 
Mistress  Betsy."  The  Duchess  disavowed  this, 
but  so  awkwardly  that  the  Queen  did  not 
believe  her  and  openly  said  so.  The  ladies 
parted  in  dudgeon,  and  the  Queen  sought  the 
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King.  What  passed  between  the  royal  pair  was 
unknown — but  the  schemes  of  the  Court  of 
St.  James's — if  it  had  any — were  spoiled  the 
next  day  by  a  mandate  from  Whitehall 
absolutely  forbidding  the  removal  of  the  King's 
ward  from  the  Queen's  charge.  (For  Betsy 
Malet  at  her  father's  death  had  come  under  the 
royal  guardianship.) 

The  reason  for  all  this  apparent  fuss  about 
nothing  puzzled  Mistress  Hamilton.  If  it  had 
been  Mistress  Stuart  or  Mistress  "  Carwell," 
she  could  have  understood  it.  Both  these 
ladies  enjoyed  the  dubious  celebrity  of  being 
royal  favourites.  But  however  King  Charles 
regarded  Elizabeth  Malet,  it  was  not  in  that 
way.  He  did  not  like  them  "  blanche  et 
spirituelle,  avec  une  maniere  hautaine."  Yet 
he  would  talk  to  Mistress  Malet  for  any  length 
of  time  when  these  pretty  columbines  palled, 
and  he  spoke  of  her  and  thought  of  her,  and 
wrote  of  her  with  more  respect  and  admiration 
than  he  had  ever  given  to  woman.  And  the 
gossips  marvelled.  And  finally,  Mistress 
Hamilton  became  desperate  and  jumped  the 
rubicon. 

One  evening,  she  came  upon  Mistress  Malet 
crooning  a  new  ditty  to  herself  while  her  long, 
white  fingers  wandered  over  the  spinet  keys. 

"  My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground 
And  hard,  very  hard  is  my  fare," 

sung  Betsy. 
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Mistress  Hamilton  had  entered  the  room 
carrying  a  pair  of  candlesticks.  She  dumped 
these  down  on  the  little  table  by  Queen 
Katherine's  chair. 

"  But  that  which  troubles  me  most 
Is  the  unkindness  of  my  dear." 

Mistress  Hamilton  proceeded  to  snuff  the 
candles. 

"  Methinks  the  poor  man  might  say  that," 
she  muttered. 

"  I'll  twine  you  a  garland  of  straw,  love, 
I'll  marry  you  with  a  rush  ring, 
Your  frozen  heart  will  thaw,  love, 
While  merrily  I  shall  sing." 

Mistress  Hamilton  left  the  table  and  came 
to  the  spinet. 

"  Merrily  you  will  sing,  quotha  ?  Truly, 
that  is  the  dolefullest  jingle  I  have  ever  heard. 
'Tis  bad  eno'  when  one  hears  it  bleated  by 
Moll  Davis  at  the  playhouse.  And  sure  'tis 
all  wrong  side  with  you.  The  poor  gentleman 
should  repine  at  your  '  frozen  heart '  and 
'  unkindness '  and  what  not.  Marry,  his  lodg- 
ing for  you  was  on  '  the  cold,  cold  ground  '  of 
London  Tower." 

Betsy  Malet  twisted  on  the  spinet  stool. 

"  No  more  o'  that,  Bess,  an  thou  lov'st  me. 
Let  be." 

"  And  wherefore  ?  Now,  I'll  not  let  be."— 
Mistress  Hamilton  stepped  round  and  les  deux 
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Elises  faced  each  other — "  For  I'll  have  it  out 
with  thee.  For  full  three  weeks  thou  hast  kept 
me  in  the  dark  'bout  things.  It  has  never  been 
so  before — and  but  for  a  dispatch  I've  had 
to-day  from  France — I'd  know  no  more." 

"  A  dispatch  from  France  ?  " 

"  Aye,  from  Grammont." 

"  I'm  glad  on't  for  your  sake,  but  how  does 
it  touch  me  ?  " 

"  There's  much  in't  about  you,  and  there's 
a  little  story  told  in't  that  opens  my  eyes." 

"  As  how  ?  " 

"  Shall  I  read  it  ?  " 

"  If  you  please." 

Mistress  Hamilton  drew  a  closely  written 
epistle  from  the  bosom  of  her  dress — went  and 
fetched  one  of  the  candles  which  she  placed  in 
the  wide  embrasure  of  the  window,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  read  to  Mistress  Malet  a  comic  but 
tolerably  accurate  account  of  the  proceedings 
at  the  Cockpit  when  the  Frenchman  quarrelled 
with  the  Earl  of  Rochester  over  the  "  Lady  of 
the  Midnight  Eyes." 

Bet  Hamilton  peeped  over  the  top  of  the 
paper.  Mistress  Malet  was  leaning  on  her 
hand — her  back  to  the  light  and  her  elbow 
noiselessly  depressing  the  keys  of  the  spinet. 

"  He  called  you  his  '  votive  saint '  before  all. 
Likened  you  to  the  queen  of  heaven — and 
would  not  drag  you  into  a  common  brawl.  I 
know  not  the  lay  of  all  this,  but  is  the  present 
state  of  things,  this  suitoring  of  the  French 
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student,  and  your  own  listless  tolerance,  the 
upcome  of  that  same  Cockpit  rumpus  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  My  Lord  of  Rochester  bade  Henri  de 
Rohan  win  you  if  he  could.  Marry,  methinks 
Woodstock  Jock  is  a  greater  fool  than  I  took 
him  for — for  he  trusts  you  through  thick  and 
thin — letting  this  Frenchman  fly  at  you  with 
the  buzz  of  gossip  to  cripple  himself  in's 
absence.  By  my  maidenhead,  if  I  were  a  man 
and  loved  a  maid  I'd  padlock  her  till  churching 
time,  for  after  this  same  case  of  yours  I  shall 
think  there  is  no  constancy  in  woman  to  feed 
the  trust  of  man.  How  can  we  make  men  treat 
us  fair — in  honour  and  good  sense — when  we 
ourselves  play  see-saw  like  the  brats  on  a  village 
green  ?  " 

Betsy  Malet  took  her  arm  off  the  spinet  keys, 
and  herself  off  the  stool,  and  leaving  the  circle 
of  light  made  by  the  candles,  she  plunged  into 
the  shadows  of  the  big  room.  Only  the  swish, 
swish,  of  her  gown  reached  Mistress  Hamilton 
as  she  walked  to  and  fro.  At  last,  she  came 
back  and  stood  before  her  friend. 

"  Gossip." 

"  My  pretty  coz." 

"  Art  thou  casting  nets  or  dost  really 
think  me  such  good  material  for  a  light 
woman  ?  " 

"I'd  rather  fish  than  have  you  think  that 
last." 

"  I'd  rather  you  would,  too.    Speak  me  fair, 
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Bet  Hamilton,  hast  ever  seen  me  play  jade's 
tricks  on  the  Frenchman  ?  " 

"  No,  'tis  only  that  you  let  him  come — and 
your  true  love's  away." 

"  My  true  love  !  Good  lack  !  "  It  was  like 
the  cry  of  a  wounded  bird.  "  Bet,  thou  art  the 
straightest,  truest  wench  in  the  land,  and  I'll 
tell  thee  what  they  told  to  me."  And  sitting 
again  on  the  spinet  stool,  her  fingers  gripping 
the  two  ends,  she  gave  her  friend  her  confidence. 

Bet  Hamilton  folded  her  precious  letter,  and 
put  it  back  in  its  place.  Then,  she  slowly  rose 
and  taking  the  candle  from  the  window,  carried 
it  back  and  put  it  on  the  Queen's  table.  Then 
she  veered  round. 

"  I  don't  believe  it,  wench.  'Tis  a  priest's 
trick.  Oh,  aye,  I'm  a  good  catholic — but  I  nor 
mine  will  none  o'  the  Jesuits.  There's  some- 
thing left  out  would  ravel  the  story  straight. 
Bless  me,  'tis  no  secret  that  the  Keroual  loves 
your  man.  'Tis  chatter  of  the  trinity  of 
courts.  You  know  it." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I've  heard  all  that.  He  hath 
swore  to  me  on't.  But — but — they  were 
found  together  by  this  man — a'nighttime — in 
— oh,  coz,  my  precious  coz,  how  can  such  a 
thing  be  ravelled  out  ?  " 

"  One  tale's  good  until  another's  told," 
remarked  Mistress  Hamilton  sententiously. 
"  The  widest  circle  hath  two  sides.  The 
Keroual's  prime  for  anything.  She  makes  no 
secret  of  her  shameless  hankering  after  Roches- 
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ter.  Why,  you've  been  a  stalker  on  that 
covert  before,  for  is  it  not  green  that  the  Tower 
walls  stood  not  'twixt  him  and  you,  but  'twixt 
him  and  Keroual  ?  " 

"  I  know,  I  know.     Sweet  gossip,  thou  art 
salt  to  me — but  how  to  find  the  truth  on't  ?  " 
"  Why,  that  I'll  leave  to  you.    You've  got  a 
head's  as  good  as  any  two  of  our's — or  Keroual's 
either.     By-the-bye,  that  crackbrain,  Dorset, 
told   me   t'other   day  that   Lord   Rochester's 
most  unhappy." 
"  Aye  ?  " 

"  You  think  you've  given  him  eno'  to  make 
him,  and  that  he  hath  done  so  by  you.  Eh 
well,  that's  true,  and  perhaps  the  death  of 
Romero  is  but  a  pinprick — but  that's  what's 
troubling  him.  You  remember  Romero  ?  " 

"  A  lively  Italian  pageboy.  Why,  yes,  he 
hath  fetched  and  carried  for  us." 

"  He'll  fetch  and  carry  for  you  no  more.  The 
little  rascal  got  mixed  up  in  a  tipsy  scrum  on 
the  river — tried  to  fight  a  ferryman,  and  got 
ducked  in  the  water  for's  pains.  The  ducking 
gave  him  cold,  and  not  being  made  of  English 
stuff — he  died.  Hark  !  there's  the  Queen's  call. 
My  faith,  I  shall  get  a  rating — for  she  bade  me 
hasten,  and  I'm  but  slack  set.  'Tis  all  your 
fault — with  your  strait-laced  nonsense,  and 
your  doleful  singing." 

The  royal  bell  tinkled  again  imperatively,  and 
Bet  Hamilton  ran  out  of  the  room. 

Mistress  Malet  stood  like  a  beautiful  statue 
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just  where  she  had  left  her — her  hands  clasped 
before  her — her  mouth  tight  shut — her  eyes 
enfilmed  to  outer  things.  The  candles  dropped 
long  winding  sheets,  and  burned  with  a  spiral 
red  flame.  But  the  snuffers  lay  idle,  and  Betsy 
did  not  heed  them. 

What  should  she  do  ? 

She  would  try  the  truth  of  it.  She  would 
see  him  once  more,  and  then — and  then 

She  began  to  slowly  walk  the  length  of  the 
room.  As  she  neared  the  door  it  opened,  and 
a  man  entered.  It  was  Henri  de  Rohan. 


A  RENCONTRE  AND  A  SCHEME 

HE   ran   towards   her   in   his   natural,    quick, 
impulsive   way.     A   racial    manner   of   doing 
things  on  the  spur,  which  became  awkward, 
angular,    and  unwieldy  mannerisms   when  he 
remembered  his  Jesuit  training  of  deliberation 
in  speech  and  action.      When  he  was   with 
Betsy  Malet,  Henri  de  Rohan  lost  and  forgot 
this  cumbrous  hide  of  affectation.      He  saw 
nothing  but  her — and   St.   Omer's,   with  its 
peculiar  system  of  manners  and  morals,  might 
have  never  existed.    He  was  grave  and  distant, 
as  always,  to  the  rest  of  the  Court.     He  was 
not  a  particularly  popular  young  man.     The 
youngsters  said  he  had  a  queer  temper,  and 
there  was  no  doubt  of  his  sullen,  moody  dis- 
position when  he  was   put   out,  and  of  his 
childish  susceptibility  to  "  pique."  -The  curse 
of  a  small  mind  swollen  to  distension  by  rumours 
of  its  exaggerated  importance  in  the  world. 

Betsy  Malet  scarcely  saw  him.  During  the 
last  quarter  of  an  hour  she  had  pondered  so 
much  that  the  final  idea  put  into  her  head  by 
her  lively  gossip  seemed  somehow  the  one  that 
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came  uppermost.  She  recalled  with  a  dispro- 
portionate insistency  that  merry  scamp  Romero 
— a  true  disciple  of  his  master  in  mischief. 
His  height,  his  build,  his  appearance,  the  dusky 
twinkle  of  his  eye,  the  knowing  air  with  which 
he  would  give  her  those  passionate  outpourings 
on  paper  by  which  Rochester  sought  to  soften 
her  adamantine  heart. 

And  she  recalled,  with  a  crimson  cheek,  that 
answer  she  had  sent  him  by  this  very  page — an 
answer  containing  so  much  that  was  palatable 
to  his  Lordship  that  it  had  led  to  the  raid  on 
the  family  coach — to  the  Oxford  Road — to  the 
Tower  of  London.  Heigho  !  what  a  thing  ! 
The  rose  hue  in  her  cheek  grew  deeper  when 
she  remembered  and  felt  again  his  kisses — the 
strain  of  his  embrace — as  he  bore  her  away. 
Again,  what  a  thing !  Mistress,  mistress, 
there's  a  smile  to  the  memory  playing  about 
those  full  mobile  lips — and  verily  there's  a 
jade's  trick  on  the  Frenchman  taking  root  and 
growing  quick — quick — quick  amid  the  glossy 
curls  of  your  head. 

She  repulsed  this  idea  when  it  sprang  into 
being  as  mean  and  cowardly,  and  so  that  it 
should  not  grow  to  maturity  she  sought  to  pass 
him  with  a  word,  but  he  barred  her  way. 

"  Mademoiselle,  you  would  not  fly  me  !  "  he 
said. 

"  Indeed  I  would,  m'sieur.  For  I've  no 
present  mind  for  flowers  of  gallantry." 

He  seized  her  hand. 
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"  Ah,  Mademoiselle  Betsi,  the  posy's  an 
immortelle  I  would  give  you  for  your  wearing — 
for,  vois-tu,  done  !  the  heart  of  it  is  mine." 

"  Betsi "  drew  away  her  hand. 

"  Ah,  that  is  what  your  nation  is  skilled  in — 
the  trade  of  love — the  manipulation  of  flattery. 
You  are  a  quick  apprentice." 

"  Je  n'en  ai  pas !  Mademoiselle  is  cruel  and 
scorns  her  abject  slave.  But,  I  know  why. 
They  tell  me — ces  demoiselles  cancanieres  ! 

1  know  !  I  know  !   and  so  shall  he — this  grace- 
less lord  who  goes  before  me." 

He  said  it  hurriedly,  breathlessly,  as  if  he 
would  make  the  most  of  the  unique  oppor- 
tunity. And  it  was  an  unusual  rencontre,  for 
Mistress  Malet  never  received  Henri  de  Rohan 

2  lone. 

He  went  on  : 

"  You  think  me  a  poor  gentleman  standing 
at  the  pleasure  de  sa  Majestic.  A  bagatelle  of 
ze  French  King  Louis.  Mademoiselle,  behold  ! 
I  will  trust  you  wiz  my  soul.  It  is  not  true.  I 
am  no  Frenchman.  I  am  Engleesh  as  your 
own  sweet  self.  And  I  offer  you  state  to  crush 
to  notings  the  paltry  appanage  of  dis  Oxford 
Lord — dis  scum  of  de  earth  who  crawls  at 
your  feet." 

She  scarcely  heard  him.  She  was  still 
remembering,  and  a  passage  from  Grammont's 
letter  now  danced  in  red  characters  before  her 
mental  eyes. 

"  The  Frenchman  wanted  Rochester  to  play 
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him  for  Mistress  Malet,  and  Rochester  refused 
for  respect  of  the  lady.  He  said  she  was  his 
votive  saint,  but  no  more  his  property  than  the 
queen  of  heaven  is  the  leasehold  of  any  one 
good  catholic.  The  Frenchman  said  he  liked 
them  like  that — stately  and  spirituelle,  with  a 
proud  air.  You  should  have  heard  my  Lord. 
I  never  saw  more  thorough  contempt  nor 
listened  to  more  biting  sarcasm  in  my  life." 

He  liked  them  like  that  !  And  this  foreigner 
— this  stripling  from  a  clerical  hatching  shop 
would  have  made  her — her — Elizabeth  Malet — 
the  most  exclusive  of  all  Queen  Katherine's 
maids — a  stake  at  the  gaming  table  of  that 
social  outrage — his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham ! 

She  would  use  him  !  Wherefore  no  ?  He 
was  playing  for  her  now  although  the  other 
man's  hand  was  held  down.  She  was  playing 
for  her  own  happiness,  and  who  could  blame 
her  if  she  drew  him — the  Queen — the  Jesuit — 
all  who  could  serve  her  turn — into  the  game  ? 

Scruples  were  stuff  and  nonsense !  And 
there  was  a  reckless  daring  in  her  scheme  that 
fired  her  imagination — an  imagination  which 
dwelt  with  active  pleasure  on  the  doings  of 
heroes  and  the  marvels  of  adventure. 

"  If  you  are  my  slave,  I  would  command 
you,  sir,"  she  said  smoothly. 

He  flung  himself  at  her  feet  and  kissed  her 
flaccid  hand  rapturously. 

"  Mademoiselle,  what  can  I  do  ?  " 
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"  Rise,  sir.    It  is  a  little  thing — just  a  loan." 

"  A  loan  ?  " 

"  Yea.  Listen.  I  have  a  prank  on — you 
know  what  that  is  ?  " 

"  Mais,  oui.  La  niche  !  Une  escapade  de 
ces  jolies  tricheuses.  Je  la  connais." 

"  Yes.     I  want — a  suit  of  clothes." 

"  Oui." 

"  Just  the  garb  of  one  of  her  Majesty's 
gentlemen — that  is  all — and  the  secrecy  of  the 
lender — until — I  give  him  leave  to  speak.  I 
can  get  it  elsewhere,  sir — but  your  height  and 
build " 

"  No,  no,  no !  'Tis  mademoiselle's  first 
request.  It  is  a  command.  I  will  send  them 
to  your  room." 

"  At  once  ?  " 

"  Now.  I  will  get  them.  So  little  a  thing. 
Mademoiselle  will  presently  come  for  more,  is 
it  not  ?  " 

"  Perhaps,  who  knows  ?  If  my  prank  comes 
out  all  right — we  shall  see  what  we  shall  see.  I 
thank  you,  monsieur,  and  I  will  never  forget. 
Mind,  'tis  outdoor  gear  I'm  wanting — with 
boots  and  sword  and  hat  and  all." 


XI 

THE  SCHEME  AND  THE  QUEEN 

MISTRESS  Malet  turned  over  the  garments  in  a 
state  of  breathless  excitement.  She  knew  that 
if  she  allowed  herself  a  moment's  reflection  she 
would  repent  of  the  trick  she  was  playing  on 
de  Rohan,  and  send  them  back.  And  see 
Rochester  somehow — she  must.  See  him  in 
his  secrecy — see  him  in  his  confidential  mo- 
ments. See  what  truly  lay  at  the  back  of  these 
reports  that  were  mining  both  her  health  and 
happiness. 

With  quick  fingers  she  disentangled  the  mesh 
of  tags  and  tassels  adorning  the  royal  uniform. 
Queen  Katherine  loved  splendour,  and  her 
gentlemen's  livery  was  of  the  finest  blue  cloth 
worked  thickly  in  silver.  Vines  and  acorns,  and 
all  manner  of  fruits  swarmed  up  the  front  of 
the  coat.  Bows  of  silver  cord  bunched  from 
the  shoulders  hanging  in  long  suspenders  from 
the  sleeves.  The  breeches,  full  and  graceful, 
were  plentifully  laced  in  silver,  while  a  broad 
band  ran  down  the  leg.  The  hat,  with  its 
voluminous  plume — the  heavy  calf-skin  boots  ! 
It  was  a  mighty  good  thing  M.  de  Rohan's  foot 
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was  as  small  as  a  fine  lady's,  else  those  boots 
would  have  been  a  "  standing  "  protest  against 
Betsy's  expedition.  The  roquelaur  ;  also  of 
fine  blue  cloth  with  silver  ties  !  My  word  ! 
The  world  knew  the  gentlemen-attendants  on 
Katherine  of  Braganza  when  they  walked 
abroad. 

She  looked  at  herself  in  the  mirror,  and 
started  and  blushed  at  the  gallant  young 
cavalier  blinking  at  her  out  of  a  mass  of  sable 
curls,  and  she  felt  quite  a  naughty  thrill  of 
vanity  at  the  pretty  figure  she  cut  in  male 
attire.  Tall  and  slight,  with  a  willowy  motion 
that  carried  all  in  elegance.  Certainly,  in 
outward  aspect,  at  least,  my  Lord  of  Rochester's 
new  page  far  exceeded  poor  Romero  in  good 
looks. 

It  was  now  nearly  dark — the  short  gloam  of 
autumn.  The  sparse  lights  in  the  corridor  of 
the  palace  intensified  the  gloom.  The  worst 
of  it  was,  she  would  have  to  pass  the  Queen's 
room  to  get  to  the  staircase  which  led  to  a 
private  door  opening  on  to  the  Queen's 
garden — a  patch  of  ornamental  ground  abutting 
on  the  courtyard.  At  the  back  of  this  garden 
Betsy  knew  there  was  a  gate  taking  one  straight 
and  without  hindrance  into  the  street,  a  small 
close  called  Duchy  Lane  leading  through 
stables  and  outhouses  straight  into  the  highway 
of  the  Strand.  The  King  made  use  of  it 
sometimes.  His  brother,  too,  and  those  who 
had  licence  to  see  her  Majesty  informally.  And 
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Mistress  Malet  had  heard  rumours  of  the  maids 
of  honour  creeping  out  o'  nights  that  way,  and 
she  wondered  angrily  how  many  times  it  had 
closed  behind  that  gipsy,  Keroual,  on  her 
nocturnal  visits  to  Rochester.  Then,  she 
threw  up  her  head  and  felt  quite  cross  with 
herself.  Mistress  Elizabeth  Hamilton  did  not 
credit  the  priest's  evidence  or  the  lackey's  tale. 
She  repudiated  both  at  once.  And  Mistress 
Elizabeth  Malet  had  allowed  herself  to  be  made 
miserable  by  both  for  nearly  three  weeks.  She 
was  ashamed,  and  her  shame  made  her  walk  the 
quicker  and  her  resolve  to  put  things  right 
made  her  hold  her  head  high ;  while  these  deeper 
feelings  banished  all  mere  womanly  shyness 
and  caused  her  to  move  along  with  ease — quite 
forgetting  she  wore  man's  clothes. 

Within  five  yards  of  the  Queen's  room,  she 
stopped — pulled  up  short  by  the  sudden  open- 
ing of  its  door — a  flood  of  candlelight — and  the 
exit  of  a  stately,  dignified  gentleman  being 
bowed  away  by  a  swarth-faced  foreigner. 

"  No  further,  sir.  I'll  go  alone,"  said  the 
gentleman. 

The  foreigner  bent  in  submission,  and  held 
the  two  candles  on  high  to  light  the  stately  one 
on  his  way  as  he  traversed  the  corridor. 

His  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  York  and 
the  Senor  Defaria.  Betsy's  fingers  went  to 
her  lips.  The  Prince  would  certainly  go  out 
of  that  gate.  Best  let  him  get  off  safely  before 
she  made  her  venture.  She  was  so  taken  up 


94    ROMANCE  OF  A  STATE  SECRET 

with  watching  James's  dignified  descent  of  the 
stairs  at  the  end  of  the  corridor  that  she  did 
not  notice  Defaria  suddenly  turn  to  her.  It 
was  a  cursory  glance.  The  candles  threw  out 
the  dress,  the  dark  hair,  and  the  tip  of  a  well- 
turned,  firm  chin,  and  Defaria  called  out, 
without  looking  again  : 

"  M.  de  Rohan  !  her  Majesty  commands 
you,"  and  turned  into  the  room  with  the 
candles. 

Betsy's  heart  stood  still.  Here  was  a 
dilemma  !  What  should  she  do  ?  Avow  all  to 
the  Queen  ?  Goodness  !  that  would  never  do. 
Refuse  to  obey  ?  She  dare  not.  De  Rohan 
himself  would  suffer.  Go  through  and  face 
it — trusting  to  the  twilight  and  the  false 
shadow  of  that  gloomy  old  room — and  that  the 
"  command "  was  a  slight  one  ?  She  must. 
There  was  no  help  for  it. 

She  followed  Defaria. 

The  Queen  sat  on  a  low  chair  by  the  fire — 
her  cheek  on  her  hand  and  a  worried  expression 
on  her  face.  She  was  playing  the  devil's  tattoo 
on  her  silken  knee  with  her  other  fingers,  and 
the  gems  on  them  as  they  jerked  up  and  down 
sent  forth  the  only  sparks  of  light  in  that  part 
of  the  room. 

"  The  Sieur  de  Rohan,  Madam,"  said 
Defaria. 

"  Go,"  briefly  responded  the  Queen. 

The  door  closed  on  her  major  domo,  and  still 
she  tapped  her  knee  and  did  not  otherwise 
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move,  and  when  she  spoke  did  not  turn  her 
head. 

"  Henri." 

Betsy  was  afraid  to  say  anything.  She 
moved  a  step,  and  the  clinking  of  the  dangling 
silver  gewgaws  on  her  dress  was  sufficient. 

"  I  have  decided  to  send  you  away." 

Betsy  moved  again,  and  made  a  half  audible 
sound. 

"  Oh,  don't  be  afraid.  It  is  not  far  away — 
not  so  far  as  thou  wast  sent  before.  The  truth 
is,  there  is  a  cry  on  thee,  and  'tis  well  we  cross 
the  scent  with  a  red  herring.  I  have  made  up 
my  mind  to  take  into  our  confidence  an  old 
friend  of  the  King's.  He  is  the  greatest  scare 
about  o'  the  court,  and  hath  little  reverence 
for  King  nor  Law — but,  do  you  know,  Henri,  I 
think  he  is  the  straightest  of  them  all.  He  is 
smirched  and  too,  he's  made  to  carry  other's 
burdens,  often  and  again — but  mark  me, 
there's  more  that's  good  than's  bad  in  this 
'  Saint  Wilmot.'  " 

"  Saint  Wilmot  !  "    The  fear  had  vanished. 

"  Yes,  you  have  heard  of  him."  Katherine 
rose.  Her  rustling  silks  frou-frou'd  down  the 
room  to  a  large  oaken  press  of  old  Spanish 
manufacture  at  its  end.  Betsy  knew  she  kept 
the  key  of  this  receptacle  always  in  her  own 
possession,  and  that  it  was  full  of  unimagined 
nooks  and  corners. 

"  Fetch  me  a  light." 

Betsy  obeyed  tremblingly. 
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The  Queen  did  not  look  at  her.  She  opened 
the  cabinet  and  clicked  open  many  pigeon 
holes  so  deftly  that  it  was  quite  puzzling  to 
watch  how  she  did  it.  Finally  she  drew  forth 
a  piece  of  paper.  A  letter  writ  on  yellowish 
parchment.  And  Betsy's  first  mental  remark 
on  seeing  it  was  that  the  matter  was  out  of  all 
proportion  to  the  size  of  the  paper — for  the 
parchment  was  large,  and  contained  less  than 
three  lines  of  writing. 

Katherine  locked  her  cabinet  and  walked 
quickly  away,  carrying  the  paper  in  her  hand. 

When  she  got  back  to  the  fireplace  she  folded 
it,  and  Betsy  put  the  candle  down. 

"  Defaria  shall  attend  you  to  my  Lord  of 
Rochester's  lodgings  in  the  Strand.  It  is  as 
well — but  take  not  Defaria  into  his  presence. 
Let  him  return,  and  do  you  go  your  way  alone. 
Give  my  Lord  this  paper — bid  him  read  it — 
and  tell  him  what  you  will.  Rochester  is  a 
man  who'll  brook  no  half  measures.  It  must 
be  all  or  nought  with  him.  I'll  see  to  the  rest 
myself." 

Betsy  took  the  paper  like  a  somnambulist. 
Were  the  Fates — in  the  person  of  this  fat, 
podgy,  little  Portuguese — driving  her  to  this 
venturesome  step  ?  It  looked  like  it. 

Katherine  spoke  again. 

"  Mind  you,  Henri,  things  are  too  grave  for 
you  to  spoil  them  with  any  silly  tantrums.  I 
speak  to  you  like  your  mother.  Ay  Deos  !  I  wish 
I  were.  This  man  may  be  of  vital  use  to  us. 
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If  you  pick  a  quarrel  with  him  over  that  Malet 
child — you'll  ruin  all.  Leave  her  to  the  good 
Father  Colombier  and  me.  We'll  'range  all 
that  for  you.  He  shall  not  stand  in  your  way. 
I'll  answer  for't.  You  keep  a  smiling  face  to 
him  and  all  will  go  well." 

She  struck  her  gong.  Betsy  Malet  drew 
herself  up  to  the  exact  height  of  the  man  she 
was  impersonating. 

"  Will  it  ?  "  she  muttered.  "  You'll  answer 
for  my  Lord's  submission  !  You'll  answer  for 
the  '  Malet  child.'  You'll  'range  it  all — you 
and  the  good  Father  Colombier  !  Will  you  ? 
We'll  see  about  that." 

She  heard  the  Queen  give  Defaria  his  orders. 
And  the  wicked  monkey  purposely  mimicked 
(and  she  was  no  bad  mime) — she  purposely 
mimicked  the  gait  of  the  Frenchman — his 
peculiar  way  of  dropping  on  his  knee  and  kissing 
the  royal  hand — his  "  droop  "  at  rising — the 
studied,  maniere  action  with  which  he 
"  flopped  "  his  curls  and  poised  his  beaver  and 
walked  away.  The  imitation  was  exact,  and 
would  have  done  credit  to  that  other  lively 
disgrace  to  the  community  and  blotch  upon  its 
moral  health — Mistress  Elinor  Gwyn. 
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"  GEMINI,  Master  Stillingfleet,  you're  never 
going  to  tell  me  that  that  besom  of  a  woman  is 
coming  here  again.  Now,  I'll  not  be  civil  to 
her.  I'll  tell  my  Lord." 

"  He'd  laugh  at  you,  good  mistress.  Where- 
fore should  I  not  have  my  Court  gossip  as  well 
as  the  rest  of  them  ?  And  sure,  you  make 
better  chocolate  when  Mistress  Cellier  is  here 
to  supervise.  She's  the  wife  of  a  victualler, 
who  hath  a  wide  fame  for  his  decoctions  of 
those  sort  of  berries." 

"  She  a  wife  !  a  pretty  wife,  I  wot  !  'Tis 
little  home  content  poor  Master  Cellier  gets 
out  of  his  mate,  I'm  thinking.  It's  my  opinion 
she's  nought  but  a " 

The  Earl  of  Rochester's  housekeeper  made  a 
significant  gesture. 

The  Earl  of  Rochester's  valet  shook  his 
head. 

"  Why,  Mistress  Pilgrim,  you  treat  her  fair 
eno'  and  laugh  at  her  merry  ways." 

"  Merry  ways,  quotha  !  Truly  they're  but 
a  blind  to  draw  your  secret  soul  out  of  your 
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body.  'Ods  bodkins,  she  tried  her  tricks  on 
me  last  time  she  was  here  - 

"  And  what  did  you  tell  her  ?  " 

"  Nay,  you  needn't  snap  me  up  so  quick. 
What  could  I  tell  her  ?  What  is  there  to 
tell  her  ?  " 

"  Well,  we  know  not  whom  she  trades  for, 
mistress.  'Tis  not  well  to  keep  one's  tongue 
at  wag  with  every  one." 

"  She  trades  for  the  Papist  party,  something 
like  yourself.  Thank  God,  I'm  staunch  Church 
of  England,  and  give  nought  to  Popery." 

"  You're  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  hedge, 
mistress.  England  will  be  Catholic  ere  long 
an  the  King  have  his  way." 

"  You're  in  the  ditch,  master.  We've  got  a 
bulwark  of  Protestantism  and  liberty  of  con- 
science in  my  Lord  President  of  the  King's 
Cabal." 

"  Pooh,  what  do  you  know  on't  ?  " 

"  Sure,  as  much  as  you  can." 

"  'Tis  all  gotten  from  that  canting  old 
rascal — Dr.  Tonge." 

"  Yours  is  all  gotten  from  the  tattling  of  a 
Court  procuress,  and  the  lick-spittling  of  the 
Jesuit  spies." 

Two  bells  rang  simultaneously,  and  my 
Lord's  "  gentleman "  postponed  his  acrid 
rejoinder.  Mrs.  Pilgrim  bustled  to  the  door. 

"Samuel!  Samuel!  Sure  the  knave  hath 
gone  to  sleep.  And,  bless  my  soul,  it's  late 
eno'.  Samuel,  there's  the  little  gate  bell." 
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"  I  hear  it,  mistress,"  responded  a  sleepy 
voice,  and  there  was  the  noise  of  a  latch  being 
lifted  and  a  door  that  moved  easily  on  its 
hinges  being  opened.  It  was  the  same  door  by 
which  Louise  de  Keroual  had  stolen  upon 
Rochester,  and  it  was  closed  to-night,  and  a 
porter  posted  because  his  Lordship  was  at 
home  and  did  not  wish  to  be  disturbed. 

Mistress  Pilgrim  listened  and  nodded  her 
head,  pursing  her  lips. 

"  Yes,  it  is  she.  Now,  look  you,  Master 
Stillingfleet,  I've  hardly  mind  to  give  the  hussey 
a  decent  time  o'  day." 

But  Master  Stillingfleet  had  decamped.  The 
other  bell  had  been  his  Lordship's. 

The  signal  came  from  the  Earl's  bedroom. 
A  large  oaken  chamber  with  priceless  Flemish 
tapestries  reared  against  its  walls,  and  skins  of 
savage  animals  spread  about  its  floors.  The 
bed  was  a  ponderous  structure  of  mahogany 
griffins,  bizarre  enough  to  give  the  healthiest 
sleeper  the  nightmare,  and  its  thick  silken 
hangings  gave  out  occasionally  those  curious 
nothings  caused  by  nobody  sort  of  sounds — 
the  things  one  hears  when  one's  nerves  are 
stretched  to  tension — the  chromatics  of  un- 
reason. The  fireplace  was  big  enough  to  take 
a  fair-sized  coach  up  its  shaft,  and  a  bright 
sea-coal  fire  illuminated  the  cavern. 

A  fastidiously  appointed  dressing-table  stood 
in  the  centre  of  the  room.  Its  fittings  and 
fixings  might  have  been  the  property  of  a  court 
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beauty — and  the  medley  of  scented  billets  doux, 
scraps  of  rosettes,  posies,  strands  of  perfumed 
hair  twisted  into  all  manner  of  shapes,  the 
variety  of  trinkets  depicting  hearts,  darts,  and 
things  a  trifle  shocking  to  a  more  squeamish 
and  less  outspoken  age — the  machinery  and 
devices  of  the  cult  of  erotics,  which  crowded 
its  surface  and  scattered  the  floor  bore  witness 
to  the  fact  that  a  court  gallant  may  be  as  badly 
pestered  by  the  attentions  of  his  admirers  as 
the  most  hunted  belle. 

The  recipient  of  these  little  matters  was 
standing  before  the  fire,  stretching  and  yawning 
as  if  he  would  swallow  the  grate,  big  as  it  was. 
His  hair  hung  loose  and  dishevelled.  It  was 
rumpled  and  towzled.  His  satin  breeches 
clung  on  his  hips  without  brace  or  band.  His 
fine  lawn  shirt  with  its  matchless  lace  adorn- 
ments fell  open  at  the  throat  and  chest  and 
loosed  at  the  cuffs,  showing  a  skin  that  vied  with 
a  fine  lady's  in  colour  and  texture,  and  a  hand 
and  wrist,  supple,  smooth  and  flexile,  so  easy  to 
turn,  so  firm,  small  and  white,  that  no  one  who 
had  looked  well  at  that  hand  wondered  why 
Rochester  passed  scathless  through  the  hurly 
burly  so  often  without  other  means  of  defence. 

The  gages  and  love  tokens  littered  the 
ground  at  his  feet  neglected  and  trampled. 
The  heel  of  his  satin  slipper  squashed  a  fat 
cupid,  disporting  in  paralytic  distortion  among 
sprays  of  roses.  It  was  painted  on  a  "  valen- 
tine "  sent  to  the  popular  Earl  by  some  limpid- 
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eyed  dame  who  was  troubled  with  more 
sensibility  than  sense.  The  knick-knacks  on  the 
table  were  crushed  beneath  a  heavy,  leather- 
bound  folio.  The  way  this  book  lay  on  his 
table — perfectly  flat  without  a  rise  in  one  of  its 
leaves — and  the  number  of  "  markers  "  thrust 
in  it,  showed  that  it  was  a  favourite  study  of 
the  Earl's  :  Milton's  "  Paradise  Regained," 
then  struggling  very  leisurely  through  its  first 
edition. 

He  turned  his  head  as  Stillingfleet  entered. 

"  Friend,"  he  said,  looking  back  at  the  flame, 
"  I  must  abroad  to-night.  'Tis  a  proper 
assembly  at  the  French  Embassy.  Therefore 
'tis  meet  I  appear  in  fitting  harness.  Get  thy 
irons." 

He  caught  the  mass  of  his  sunny  hair  in  his 
hand,  and  shaking  it  down  his  back  turned  on 
his  heel,  pulverising  the  fat  cupid  to  extinction 
on  the  skew,  sat  down  at  the  table,  and  taking 
up  Milton  became  oblivious.  The  waiting 
gentleman  got  his  curling  tongs,  and  my  Lord's 
hair  began  to  be  twined  and  tortured  into  the 
thick  cloud  of  curls  which  fell  on  either  side 
the  faces  of  the  cavaliers  a  la  mode.  The  only 
sounds  that  broke  the  silence  were  the  click  of 
Stillingfleet's  irons,  the  dropping  of  the  fire 
ashes,  and  the  tick  of  a  heavy  handsome  French 
clock — also  resplendent  in  cupids  and  roses, 
which  stood  on  a  buhl  table  near  the  window. 

Rochester  turned  the  leaves  of  Milton's 
beautiful  poem  with  a  touch  that  lingered ; 
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and  a  psychologist  might  have  divined  a  com- 
plex sensation  inspired  by  that  book  :  and  even 
Master  Stillingfleet,  who,  though  no  psycho- 
logist, could  deduce  with  the  menial's  artful- 
ness, guessed  that  "  Paradise  Regained "  had 
come  to  his  master  from  a  source  which 
hallowed  the  book  even  more  than  the  genius 
of  its  author  made  it  precious. 

He  guessed  it  from  the  fact  that,  on  turning 
the  leaf,  Rochester  came  upon  a  dried  rose, 
withered  and  flattened — and  that,  when  he 
returned  from  one  of  his  heating  trips  to  the 
fire,  the  dead  flower  was  lying  in  the  Earl's 
hand  which  was  slowly  descending  from  his 
mouth.  The  rose  had  been  a  deep  damask  rose, 
and  might  have  appeared  to  advantage  amidst 
Mistress  Malet's  ebon  curls. 

A  sound  presently  reached  the  close  sanctity 
of  that  tabernacle  of  the  loves  and  graces.  The 
sound  of  the  courtyard  bell,  muffled  through 
the  hangings  of  the  room.  It  was  such  a 
strange  sound  at  this  hour  that  Rochester  laid 
down  his  book — carefully  and  gently — and  a 
suspicious  smell  of  singeing  betrayed  Master 
Stillingfleet's  surprise,  and  the  destruction  of 
his  master's  hair. 

"  God's  death  !  thou'rt  setting  up  a  stink 
like  the  cooks  a'  Christmas  when  they're  searing 
the  poultry.  Clumsy  fool !  Get  hence  and 
see  what  'tis." 

He  went  back  to  his  book  while  the  valet  left 
the  room — only  raising  his  head  inquiringly 
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and  with  a  line  of  displeasure  between  his  brows 
when  he  presently  heard  voices  outside  his 
door. 

"  Sure,  there's  some  one  come  to  moider 
me  !  "  he  muttered. 

The  door  opened  and  the  valet  re-entered. 

"  A  messenger  from  Somerset  House,  my 
Lord,"  he  said. 

Rochester  did  not  rise.  He  slowly  closed  his 
book — laid  it  on  the  table,  and  looked  languidly 
towards  the  messenger  who  was  standing  within 
the  door. 

"  Aye,  is  that  so  ?  What  wants  he — or  the 
Queen  ?  " 

"  Her  Majesty's  gentleman,  the  Sieur 
Defaria,  who  fetched  him,  says  he  must  have 
privacy,"  said  the  valet. 

"  Give  it  him,  then.     Begone." 

Master  Stillingfleet  slipped  behind  the  mes- 
senger and  closed  the  door. 

Rochester  rose.  The  newcomer  seemed 
disinclined  to  come  further  into  the  room,  and 
to  be  rather  hugging  the  shadows  that  made  it 
full  of  dark  nooks. 

"  Come  hither,  friend.  An  thou  hast  a 
lesson,  repeat  it  before  it's  lost." 

The  messenger  came  a  pace  or  two  forward 
reluctantly. 

The  light  of  the  candles  sparkled  on  the 
Queen's  livery,  the  silver  ornaments  and  vivid 
blue.  The  Earl  knew  it  well.  He  had  often 
quizzed  it,  calling  its  wearers  "  the  stall  keepers 
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in  a  corn  market  "  from  its  cereal  and  floral 
embellishments. 

All  that  he  could  see  of  its  present  wearer 
was  this  uniform — a  quantity  of  dusky  hair — 
low  worn  beaver,  and  the  point  of  a  nose. 

The  messenger  held  forth  a  paper  without 
uttering  a  sound. 

"  Are  you  dumb,  good  fellow  ?  " 

The  ambassador  shook  his  head  but  remained 
speechless. 

"  What  is  your  status,  friend  ?  " 

"  Gentleman,"  murmured  the  messenger. 

"  Aye,  'tis  fit  you  be  a  better  gentleman  than 
Wilmot,  else  'tis  bad  form,  look  you,  to  wear 
your  hat  in's  room." 

An  exclamation  sprang  from  the  ambassador's 
lips,  and  his  hand  went  to  his  head  and  removed 
the  offending  cover. 

"  I  beg  your  Lordship's  pardon." 

"  Are  you  English  ?  " 

"  Y-yes." 

"  Your  manners  might  have  been  gotten  in 
the  Low  Countries.  Give  here." 

He  took  the  paper — opened — read  it,  and 
suddenly  looked  up. 

"  You  say  you  are  English." 

"  Yes." 

"  This  paper  sets  you  forth  as  a  Frenchman." 

Poor  ambassador.  So  it  did,  and  she  had 
forgotten  the  fact. 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  " 

By  the  righteous  fears  of  all  impostors !  here 
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was  a  dilemma  !  My  Lord  of  Rochester  knew 
Henri  de  Rohan  quite  well,  and  Henri  de 
Rohan's  impersonator  had  forgotten  that,  too. 
What  should  she  say  ?  What  could  she  do  ? 
Oh,  for  a  fairy  chariot — fiery  dragons  if  you 
will — to  bear  her  out  of  the  thick  of  this 
adventure  ! 

Her  quick  wits  came  to  her  aid.  She  would 
brazen  it  out. 

"  My  name,  my  Lord,  may  be  Nicolo 
Romero,  an  it  please  you  to  dump  such  appella- 
tion on  me — or  what  other  you  will  to 
distinguish  your  Lordship's  servant." 

The  voice  sounded  strangely  from  a  young 
man.  So  dulcet,  musical  and  deep,  with  thatt 
full  reedy  depth  which  stirs  the  heart  like  a 
finely  tuned  riddle  string.  It  came  in  pulses 
like  the  voice  of  a  spent  runner  and  its  after- 
tones  clung  to  the  Earl's  hearing,  and  made  the 
sense  nerves  of  his  being  to  spring  in  sympathy 
with  its  cadences. 

He  deliberately  took  the  light  from  his  table, 
walked  to  the  messenger,  and  slowly  swept 
the  whole  face  and  figure  in  its  glare  ;  staring 
all  the  time. 

Could  any  venturesome  young  woman  stand 
such  scrutiny  without  flinching  ? 

Not  Betsy  Malet.  She  dipped  her  head,  and 
a  cloud  of  ringlets  hid  her  burning  face.  The 
Earl  coolly  laid  his  hand  on  the  curls. 

"  No,  no,"  she  cried,  starting  back. 

"  Thou  art  a  pretty  boy,"  he  said.    "  What 
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wealth  of  hair  !  'Tis  like  a  maid's.  Hadst  e'er 
a  sister,  and  did  your  mother  juggle  with  you 
both  at  coming — so  that  the  world  should  not 
know  one  from  t'other  ?  " 

"  My  Lord,  I  pray  you  let  me  be.  I  cannot 
help  it  that  my  face  is  of  a  fair  complexion.  The 
war  they  say  that's  in  the  air  will  soon  change 
that,  methinks.  And  tho'  my  features  should 
be  like  a  woman's,  my  hand  is  good  at  fence 
and  tricks  of  all  rascality — just  like  a  man's." 

She  gave  this  brag  with  a  vain  attempt  to 
outstare  those  blue  eyes,  but  her  head  fell  again, 
for — for — dear  me,  an  inexplicable,  mischievous 
twinkle  gradually  sparkled  in  their  languid 
gleam,  and  a  strange  smile  hovered  round  the 
classic  mouth. 

He  laughed.  That  low,  peculiar  lilt  charac- 
teristic of  him. 

"  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  a  very  cochin  china  ! 
Would  your  future  swashbucklership  take  the 
place  of  my  dead  page  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  I  would,  my  Lord." 

"  Hast  read  this  note  ?  " 

"'Tis  open — and  curt  eno'." 

"  'Tis  so."  He  glanced  at  the  paper  he  held 
in  his  hand  and  read  aloud  :  "  '  The  bearer  of 
this  is  a  French  refugee.  I  pray  you  guard  him 
until  I  send  to  you.  Katherine.'  You  are 
my  page  by  royal  command,  sir.  And  yet,  you 
will  not  trust  me.  Why  such  half  measures  ?  ': 

"  I  do  not  trust  you  ?  Indeed,  her  Majesty 
hath  unlimited  faith  in  you." 
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"  Yet  she  gives  not  your  name  or  quality, 
and  you  refuse  them." 

Oh,  bother  that  name  !  Why  could  she  not 
invent  one  ?  Why  did  her  brains  keep  dancing 
a  very  country  dance  under  the  fire  of  those 
transcendental  eyes  ?  Eyes  more  penetrating 
and  elucidatory  in  their  soft,  persistent  survey 
than  the  steely  gimlets  of  a  King's  pursuivant. 

"  My  name  is  nought — my  quality  neither. 
As  page  to  your  Lordship — an't  please  you  to 
honour  me — my  name  must  be  your  con- 
sideration." 

"  Is  that  so  ?  Then,  my  lily-fronted  ruffler, 
whose  voice  methinks  would  turn  the  warcry 
of  a  host  to  a  chanson  d?  amour,  and  whose  eyes 
might  fetch  'em  off  their  steeds  for  other 
purpose  than  a  trick  of  fence — then — then — 
I'll  give  you  my  own  name.  Henceforth,  you 
shall  sink  yourself  to  a  memory  and  become — 
Wilmot.  And  you  shall  be  my  personal 
attendant — my  own  and  none  other — to  be  at 
my  beck  at  all  times  and  seasons,  and  for  all 
matters  and  adventures.  You  shall  be  my 
page  entirely." 

He  turned  away  abruptly.  It  was  as  well ; 
for  the  curves  on  his  lips  were  deepening  to  a 
tantalising  laugh.  Why  did  he  teaze  her  ? 
And  how  could  she  be  such  a  fool  as  to  think 
she  could  hide  her  identity  from  him  ?  There 
was  not  a  minute  of  the  day  or  night  when, 
metaphorically,  that  glossy  head  was  not  press- 
ing his  heart  or  pervading  his  dreams  !  How 
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could  she  think  she  might  come  to  him  as  a 
stranger,  disguised  by  the  flimsy  cover  of  a 
gaudy  livery  ?  What  was  it  for  ?  What  else 
lay  to  the  prank — if  prank  it  were — and  why 
should  Elizabeth  Malet,  his  inaccessible  queen, 
proud,  haughty  and  exclusive  to  a  by-word, 
break  down  these  barriers  and  come  to  him 
thus  ? 

He  walked  to  the  fireplace  and  stood  with 
the  royal  missive  in  his  hand,  staring  into  the 
red  coals. 

The  hot  ashes  dropped  from  the  grate,  and 
a  spire  of  flame  shot  from  the  glowing  fuel. 
The  Queen's  letter  lay,  held  in  his  finger  and 
thumb,  directly  over  the  quickened  light.  He 
looked  at  it  and — hastily  drew  a  high-backed 
chair  to  the  fender,  sat  down  with  the  paper 
held  before  the  fire,  and  read  the  closely 
written  characters  which  showed  themselves  in 
the  brown  importance  of  a  cryptogram,  over, 
between,  and  below,  the  black  ink  scrawl  of 
Katherine.  The  real  letter  had  been  writ  in 
lemon  juice  or  some  other  acid,  and  was  meant 
for  eyes  that  knew  its  mysteries. 


XIII 

THE  SCHEME  AND  ITS 
CONSEQUENCES 

LORD  Rochester's  perceptions  had  barely  caught 
the  meaning  of  the  first  half  dozen  lines  of  the 
hidden  writing  when  he  again  turned  to  the 
envoy. 

"  Sir,"  he  said,  "  you  and  the  Queen  have  a 
mind  to  play  a  game  at  bowls  with  me." 

"  My  Lord  !  " 

"  Aye,  truly,  else  wherefore  should  you  give 
me  but  the  skin  of  your  errand,  and  let  me  suck 
the  pulp  for  myself  ?  " 

"  I — I — don't  understand  you,  my  Lord." 

He  held  forth  the  parchment. 

"  Hast  read  this  paper  ?  " 

"  I  told  you  so  before." 

"  Inside  and  out  ?  " 

"  What  means  your  Lordship  ?  " 

"  My  pretty  page,  dost  know  the  two 
things  that  form  the  sustenance  of  Secret 
Service  ?  " 

"  I  know  nought  of  secret  service,  my 
Lord." 

"  That's  evident — and  we'll  discipline  your 
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ignorance  presently ;  and  faith,  there'll  be 
blame  to  none  but  your  precious  self.  I'll 
tell  you  those  two  innocent  vitalities  to  the 
under-current.  They  are  new  milk  and  an  old 
lemon." 

"  My  Lord  !  " 

"  Hast  never  heard  of  the  virtues  hid  in 
either  ?  " 

"  No  more  than  to  drink  the  one  and  eat 
the  other." 

"  Bless  us  !  that's  the  pith  of  heedless 
sensualism.  'Tis  the  inquiring  mind  that 
vexeth  the  soul  of  things.  Whence  got  you 
this  paper  ?  " 

"  From  the  Queen,  my  Lord." 

"  In  whose  stead  ?  " 

She  might  have  touched  an  electric  mag- 
net. She  felt  the  shame  of  it  down  her 
spine.  Her  limbs  trembled  and  a  bulb 
rose  in  her  throat.  For  the  cast  of  a  pin 
she  would  have  burst  into  wild  weeping  for 
her  folly.  Her  colour  came  and  went  in 
rapid  palpitations.  Her  head  hung  low, 
and  she  muttered  indistinctly,  and  almost 
unthinkingly  : 

"  I — I — do  not  know — who  he  is "  and 

turned  abruptly  from  him. 

This  would  certainly  have  brought  things  to 
a  climax.  Her  pageship  would  have  ceased  to 
be,  and  goodness  only  knows  what  might  have 
happened  if  some  one  had  not  knocked  on  the 
door  with  a  riotous  banging  to  the  accompani- 
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ment    of   a   lively   voice   chanting  some   such 
doggerel  as  this  : 

"  Oh,   holy    Saint    Wilmot,   great    patron    of 

mine  ! 

I  pray  you  let  Sackville  come  into  your  shrine. 
'Twas  stuffed  full  of  holocausts — wine,  wit 

and  ladies, 
When  holy  Saint  Wilmot  got  kicked  out  of 

Hades." 

"  Quick,  quick,  up  by  the  fireplace !  " 
whispered  the  Earl,  taking  his  visitor  by  the 
arm  and  gently  forcing  her  into  the  shadowy 
chimney  corner. 

"  I  pray  you  stretch  the  portal  to  a  pilgrim  !  " 
cried  the  gentleman  outside. 

"  I  would  you  were  in  the  nethermost  depths 
of  that  same  sultry  nook  your  silly  quatrain 
denies  me,"  muttered  Rochester.  He  opened 
the  door  and  admitted,  first,  a  strong — a  very 
strong  impression  of  musk  and  ambergris.  This 
was  followed  by  a  graceful  young  dandy,  who, 
throwing  his  heavy  night  cloak  off  his  green, 
silken,  much-embroidered  dress  as  he  came, 
showed  the  good-humoured,  irrepressible 
features  of  Charles  Sackville,  Earl  of  Dorset. 

"  What  do  you  want  so  late  ?  "  demanded 
Rochester,  none  too  civilly.  "  To  bray  the  last 
of  your  own  or  my  Lord  of  Mulgrave's  vapid 
fooleries  outside  my  door  ?  Pr'ythee,  take  it 
below  to  the  courtyard.  Then  I'll  not  hear  it 
and  the  porter's  wife  may  chuck  thee  a  penny." 
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Lord  Dorset  carried  one  of  the  new-fangled 
eyeglasses  —  a  square,  buck-framed  crystal 
hoisted  on  a  long  handle — the  latest  importa- 
tion of  "  exquisiteism  "  gotten  from  France. 
He  held  this  up  to  his  eye  and  scanned 
the  room  with  the  freedom  of  a  licensed 
friend. 

"  An  she  were  well  favoured,  sure,  I'd  chuck 
her  first,"  he  said  airily.  The  square  glass  or 
his  sharp  eye  or  both  showed  him  the  Queen's 
messenger.  "  Sacred  Groves  of  Arcady  ! 
What's  this  ?  An  acolyte — a  neophyte  in  the 
Outer  Court  or  peristyle  of  our  great  Saint  John 
of  Oxford's  school  of  philosophy.  Young  sir, 
'tis  an  honour  to  receive  his  teachings  thus — by 
word  of  mouth." 

Rochester  turned  on  him  with  an  almost 
savage  irony. 

"  Dorset,  thou  art  an  ass  !  This  is  my  new 
page.  He's  deaf  and  dumb.  Let  him  be. 
You  have  not  told  me  yet  what  fetches  you  so 
late." 

Dorset  dropped  the  glass  with  an  air  which 
would  have  done  the  utmost  credit  to  a  later 
date  artist  in  the  finesse  of  the  monocle.  He 
sank  into  a  chair  by  the  Earl's  table  at  which 
Rochester  had  seated  himself,  and  was  drum- 
ming his  fingers  on  the  back  of  "  Paradise 
Regained." 

"  Sure,  I  come  from  Somerset  House." 

Rochester  laughed,  ceased  drumming,  and 
searching  amidst  the  miscellaneous  articles  on 
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the  table  disinterred  a  pipe  and  pouch  of 
tobacco.  He  slowly  loaded  the  pipe  and 
deliberately  twisted  up  one  of  the  perfumed 
billets  doux  scattered  near  it  into  a  spill  and 
lighting  it  at  one  of  the  candles,  puffed  the  weed 
into  a  glowing  disc. 

"  'Tis  a  dull  hole  for  so  versatile  a  poodle,  I 
grant,"  he  commented.  "  That's  why  you'd 
break  your  distiches  and  triolets  on  my  patient 
back  at  ten  o'clock  a'  night." 

"  Sure,  it's  not  dull  now,  gossip.  I  wot 
there's  coil  eno'  and  to  spare.  I  came  to  tell 
thee  the  news." 

"  What  are  they  ?  >: 

"  Why,  your  Lady  of  the  Midnight  Eyes — 
sweet  Mistress  Nightshade — (That's  nasty  stuff 
to  come  in  contact  with,  by  the  same  token)— 
your  queen  of  heaven  that  you  and  the  French 

5> 

"  Yes,  yes,  Mistress  Malet.    What  of  her  ?  " 

"  She's  run  away." 

"  Go  to.    She's  gone  to  her  grand'ther's." 

"  Not  so.     They've  searched." 

"  To  her  mother's  then." 

"  Nor  there,  neither.  They've  tried  that, 
too.  Mistress  Bet  Hamilton — she,  you  know, 
who  is  to  wed  with  Grammont " 

Rochester  nodded  and  puffed  at  his  pipe. 

"  She  vows  the  maid  hath  been  driven  to 
desperation  by  the  wooings  of  that  same 
Frenchman." 
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"  But,  look  you,  there  the  coil  gets  tangled, 
for  he's  gone,  too." 

"  Whither  ?  " 

"  Whither.     Aye,  with  her." 

Rochester  rose  and  leant  against  the  dressing- 
table,  smoking  serenely. 

"  Mistress  Elizabeth  Malet  hath  fled  with 
Monsieur  Henri  de  Rohan.  Is  that  what  you 
say  ?  " 

"  That's  what  they  say." 

"  Charlie,  she'll  do  that  when  I  run  away 
with  Keroual." 

"  Or  when  Keroual  runs  away  with  you, 
which  is  the  more  likely.  Don't  you  credit 
the  story  ?  " 

"  Not  a  tittle  on't.  The  girl's  in  safe 
bestowal,  I  warrant  me.  I'd  stake  my  life  of 
Betsy  Malet's  honour  and  integrity.  She's  no 
featherhead  to  go  a-trapesing.  And  as  for 
the  Frenchman — Charlie,  I'd  cut  my  throat 
with  mine  own  razor  an  the  mirror  I  shaved  in 
did  not  tell  me  I've  no  cause  to  fear  him.  Is 
this  all  you've  come  for  ?  ': 

"  Why,  some  one  said  the  fugitives  had  fled 
to  the  'Friars." 

"  Good  God  !  Betsy  Malet  take  refuge  in 
'  Alsatia  '  !  " 

"  It  sounds  funny,  doesn't  it  ?  But  if 
she's  gone  with  the  Frenchman,  there's 
a  reason  for't,  being  that  the  only  man 
he  knows  of's  own  country  outside  the 
Court  is  Cellier  the  vintner,  and  he  lives  in 
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the  'Friars.  So  there's  search  made.  Will 
you  join  it  ?  5! 

Rochester  laughed  again  and  laid  down  his 
pipe. 

"  That  will  I — if  you'll  let  me  dress  myself. 
We'll  hunt  a  will  o'  the  wisp  through  Alsatian 
dingles  —  and  monseigneur  the  Ambassador 
won't  see  Wilmot  to-night  at's  hazard  board. 
Tarry  awhile." 

He  struck  his  gong,  and  Stillingfleet  appeared. 

"  Is  Mistress  Pilgrim  still  about  ?  " 

"  Aye,  my  Lord." 

The  Earl  indicated  the  Queen's  messenger. 

"  This  is  my  new  page.  He's  a  deaf  mute. 
Take  care  of  him,  good  fellow.  Give  him  to 
Mistress  Pilgrim,  and  tell  her  to  feed  him  well 
at  a  separate  board — treating  him  as  she  would 
value  my  good  pleasure.  When  I  am  dressed 
(and,  sure,  I've  been  trying  to  dress  myself 
these  two  hours)  I'll  take  him  hence  with  me 
to  show  his  unploughed  verdancy  what  fills  the 
idle  hours  of  those  of  our  land  who  sit  in  its 
high  and  mighty  places.  Take  him  hence  and 
then  come  help  me  into  my  coat." 


XIV 
IN  THE  HOUSEKEEPER'S  ROOM 

THE  Queen's  messenger  followed  Master  Still- 
ingfleet  into  the  housekeeper's  room — a  com- 
fortable, chintz-shrouded  apartment  on  the 
other  side  of  the  mansion.  As  the  waiting 
gentleman  had  been  told  by  his  master  that 
the  stranger  was  a  deaf  mute,  he  took  no 
caution  in  his  speech  to  the  two  ample  females 
who  sat  on  either  side  its  chimney. 

"  Good  mistress,  my  Lord  hath  sent  you  a 
visitor.  He  is  my  Lord's  new  page,  and  deaf 
and  dumb  at  that.  Canst  mum  with  your 
ringers — for  sure,  I  can't,  and  the  kid's  like  to 
come  off  poorly  if  he  lacks  aught  and  trusts  to 
my  understanding  his  cat's  cradles." 

This  imposition  of  deaf  muteness  gave  the 
poor  Queen's  messenger  some  uneasiness.  Not 
that  it  was  a  difficult  role  to  play.  In  fact,  in 
its  readiness  lay  its  cause  for  worry,  for  oddly 
enough,  my  Lord  of  Rochester  had  taught 
Mistress  Malet  the  silent  alphabet  when  they 
first  became  friends,  and  it  had  frequently 
been  very  convenient.  Why  had  the  Earl  hit 
on  this  strange  expedient  ?  Could  he  have 
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guessed  her  identity  ?  Oh,  impossible.  From 
time  immemorial  damsels  have  followed  their 
lords  and  heroes  to  the  ends  of  the  earth — to 
death  and  disaster — in  things  pleasant  and 
unpleasant — with  no  stronger  disguise  than 
doublet  and  hose  and  somebody  else's  hat. 

And  the  people  in  the  books  and  on  the  stage 
have  never  known  these  errant  adventuresses. 
Why  should  her  lord  and  hero  have  sharper 
eyes  than  Orlando  ? 

Oh,  that  hat  !  The  Queen's  messenger 
vaguely  wondered  if  Rosalind  and  the  rest  of 
them  had  practised  the  etiquette  of  male  attire 
before  they  donned  it.  The  "  pitch  "  of  the 
cloak — the  "  plant  "  of  the  heel — the  "  play  " 
of  the  hand  with  its  overhanging  laces — so 
tiresome — the  broad  stride — straight  and  true 
in  a  man  and  clumsy  and  awkward  in  a  woman. 
And,  above  all,  the  manipulation  of  the  head 
gear.  Surely,  Shakspere  and  his  companions 
never  took  counsel  with  a  maid  who  had  tried 
to  masquerade  as  a  boy  or  they  would  not  have 
fashioned  things  so  easy  going  for  Viola  and 
Cressid  and  Julia  and  Imogen. 

The  Queen's  messenger  had  left  that  hat  in 
the  Earl's  room.  Turning  to  Stillingneet  she 
rapidly  told  him  so — on  her  fingers. 

"  Bless  my  soul,  youngster,  I'm  lost  in 
your  spider's  webs.  Dost  know  what  he's 
saying,  Mistress  Cellier  ?  You  know  most 
things." 

"  He  says  he  has  left  his  beaver  behind  him, 
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and  you  are  to  fetch  it  when  you  come  away 
from  my  Lord." 

"  God's  bodkins  !  if  I  am  to  take  orders  in 
deaf  and  dumb  from  a  stripling  in's  teens,  I'll 
look  out  for  another  shop,  mistress — I'll  tell 
you  that." 

"  Indeed,  Master  Stillingfleet,  it  wouldn't 
hurt  you  to  learn  deaf  and  dumb  yourself,  and 
to  sham  it  occasionally." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  ': 

"  Why,  truly,  if  some  of  your  tattling  came 
to  my  Lord's  ears  it  seems  to  me  you  would 
have  to  seek  another  shop — and  that  without  a 
character." 

"  You're — you're — a  mischievous  jade.  Why 
should  you  say  that  ?  "  blustered  the  valet. 
"  I've  said  nought  I  cannot  vouch  for." 

"  Not  to  the  Jesuit  ?  God's  life,  friend,  I 
wot  well  you  said  what  he  bade  you  and  no 
more  and  no  less." 

"  I'm  in  league  with  no  Jesuit,  mistress. 
'Tis  dangerous  dalliance  these  days." 

"  That's  a  fact,  friend.  (Give  the  lad  a 
chair,  Rachel  Pilgrim.  He  looks  pale.  Place 
a  dish  in  front  of  him  and  he'll  eat,  methinks.) 
Soh,  Master  Andrew,  you  have  nought  to  do 
with  Colombier.  'Tis  a  pity,  for  your  name  is 
scheduled  in  Master  Secretary  Coleman's  ledger 
as  one  of  his  sharpest  tools.  Nay,  friend,  you 
run  neck  and  neck  with  Master  Prance,  the 
silversmith,  and  he's  head  and  ears  in  with  the 
papist  party.  Be  off  !  there's  my  Lord's  call." 
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The  command  was  so  peremptory  that  the 
valet  had  not  time  to  dispute  Mistress  Cellier's 
assertion,  and  verily,  the  mottled  pallor  of  his 
fat  face  so  confirmed  it  that  the  impression  of 
the  truth  of  what  the  woman  said  would  have 
been  hard  to  erase  by  mere  wordy  vindication. 
He  was  obliged  to  go,  and  he  slammed  the  door 
behind  him  angrily. 

"  An  empty,  boasting,  pudding-headed 
fool !  "  commented  Mistress  Cellier.  "  He'll 
wind  up  by  making  the  acquaintance  of  old 
Scroggs,  I'm  thinking." 

"  Sure,  he'll  never  fly  so  high,"  sneered  the 
housekeeper. 

"  I  don't  know.  When  dogs  pilfer  poisoned 
food  their  muzzles  don't  save  them  from  the 
death  of  the  man  thief  who  steals  and  eats  the 
same.  Treason's  treason  for  Jack  and  his 
master,  now-a-days,  Rachel." 

Mistress  Cellier  had  a  pair  of  large,  soft  eyes, 
dulled  and  velvety  like  the  sights  of  a  heifer. 
These  had  been  fixed  on  the  newcomer  in  a 
lazy,  listless  fashion  since  the  entrance  of  the 
Queen's  messenger  and  Stillingfleet.  The 
stranger  sat  against  the  light,  and  certain 
knowing  dimples  deepened  in  Mistress  Cellier's 
good-humoured  face.  And  when  she  spoke 
again,  it  was  with  a  peculiar  emphasis. 

"  There  was  that  case  of  Mistress  Malet. 
'Tis  all  off  betwixt  my  Lord  and  her,  and  well 
I  wot  the  break  was  made  by  Master  Andrew — 
led  on  by  the  Jesuit." 
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"  Marry  queplg!  woman  !  what  could  a 
lackey  do  in  such  a  thing  ? " 

"  Talk,  good  mistress — tell  lies — or,  worse 
still — tell  a  moiety  of  the  truth  and  leave  the 
rest  to  fashion  itself  to  a  danger.  'Tis  all  along 
of  the  King's  new  French  mistress,  look  you." 

"  Well,  Goody,  you  should  know.  Madam 
Carwell  is  your  patron." 

"  Patron,  quotha  ?  Little  o'  that,  Rachel 
Pilgrim.  I've  got  no  patron  in  their  merry-go- 
round.  Faith,  there's  too  much  touch  and  go 
yonder  for  me  to  hang  on  to  one  signpost.  The 
Keroual's  a  vixen.  She  shops  with  the  King, 
but  she'd  give  him  chuck  and  horn  him,  too, 
if  Rochester  would  but  come  to  her." 

The  housekeeper  lowered  her  voice  ;  not 
because  of  the  stranger,  but  because  the  matter 
was  delicate  gossip — a  bon  bouche  of  the  tattlers. 

"  They  say  she  comes  to  him,"  she  nodded, 
"  yonder — in's  room.  'Tis  scandalous  !  My 
good  man  was  a  Presbyterian  preacher — and  the 
staying  in  a  house  where  such  carryings  on  go 
forward  is  not  to  my  liking,  I  tell  you." 

"  You  needn't  fret.  She  came  once  but  not 
again.  My  Lord  doesn't  want  her.  She  tried 
all  she  knew,  even  to  flinging  herself  into's 
arms,  but  all  to  no  purpose.  Her  lips  had  no 
savour  for  him.  He  laughed  at  her." 

"  Very  rude  of  him  !  " 

"  Aye,  and  the  wrong  on't.  The  honey's 
turned  to  gall  in  that  quarter,  I  warrant  you. 
Andrew  saw  it  all  and  repeated  it  to  Colombier, 
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who  made  a  hammer  out  of  it  of  his  own 
fashioning  to  knock  down  Bess  Malet.  Andrew 
told  her,  at  the  priest's  bidding,  that  he  had 
caught  them  kissing,  but  he  did  not  tell  her 
that  the  woman  threw  herself  at  the  man's 
head,  and  that  the  bussing  was  all  her  side." 

"  But  why  should  the  Duchess  of  York's 
confessor  *  want  to  part  my  Lord  from  his 
lady  ?  " 

"  Ah,  thereby  hangs  another  story — not  for 
market."  Mistress  Cellier  leaned  forward  and 
touched  the  Queen's  messenger  on  the  arm. 
"  God's  life  !  the  child's  asleep,  I'm  thinking. 
Hush  !  my  Lord's  step.  Is  he  coming  hither, 
Rachel  ?  '; 

Before  the  housekeeper  could  reply  the  door 
opened  and  Rochester  entered  carrying  the 
Queen's  messenger's  hat  in  his  hand.  He  gave 
it  silently  to  the  stranger  who  started  as  if  from 
a  dream  or  reverie  ;  acknowledged  with  grave 
courtliness  the  dips  and  curtsies  of  the  two 
women,  and  beckoned  to  Master  Stillingfleet, 
who  had  come  in  behind  him  bearing  two  large 
dark  mantles. 

He  spoke  in  fast  finger  language  to  his 
visitor. 

*  This  famous  Jesuit — the  friend  and  colleague  of  the 
enthusiast — Marguerite  Marie  of  Alacoque — is,  historically, 
the  confessor  of  Mary  Beatrice  of  Modena,  but  it  seems  likely 
that  his  connection  with  the^Duke  of  York's  family  dates 
earlier ;  probably  about  the  conversion,  and  before  the  death, 
of  Anne  Hyde. 
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"Put  on  the  cloak  the  man  gives  you,  and 
follow  me.  And,  if  all  your  garments  are 
marked  with  the  clarity  of  the  tablet  on  your 
hat  be  careful  to  leave  no  tag  behind  so  that 
inquisitive  folk  may  trace  you." 

He  turned  away  and  the  Queen's  messenger 
looked  quickly  and  furtively  into  that  tiresome 
hat.  A  piece  of  white  silk  had  been  stitched 
to  its  lining  on  which  was  written  "  Henri  de 
Rohan,  gentleman,"  and  beneath — the  Queen's 
cipher  to  show  whence  the  owner  of  the 
headgear  came. 

Oh,  that  hat  !  The  Queen's  messenger 
would  willingly  have  changed  places  with  an 
Oriental  who  is  not  troubled  with  such  a 
useless  and  mischievous  article  of  apparel. 

They  retraced  their  steps  to  Rochester's  own 
part  of  the  mansion  where  they  found  Dorset 
awaiting  them.  The  Earl  guided  them  through 
his  own  little  door  and  on  to  the  ferry  over- 
hanging the  river.  A  boat  lay  moored  in  the 
tiny  creek  made  by  the  water  stairs,  and  the 
two  young  men  sprang  in.  Rochester  turned 
and  held  out  his  arms — dropped  them — reached 
forth  his  hand  and  threw  back  his  head  with 
that  soft,  tantalizing  laugh. 

"  Sure,  I  forgot,"  he  said  ambiguously. 

But  his  care  for  his  visitor  was  very  complete, 
and  he  tucked  her  up  most  skilfully  before  he  and 
Dorset  took  the  oars  and  shot  the  wherry 
citywards. 


XV 

THE  ACTS  OF  SAINT  JAMES 

AT  the  end  of  the  year  1670  there  was  no  greater 
bone  of  contention  in  the  country  of  England 
than  his  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  York  ; 
and,  surely  it  needs  all  the  integrity  of  the 
patient  and  judicial-minded  historian  to  deal 
fairly  by  this  tactless  and  narrow-minded 
prince.  He  had  but  one  god — Absolutism. 
His  brother's  crown  was  the  beacon  topping 
the  solitary  pharos  of  his  life  wanderings,  and 
he  made  for  it  with  steps  that  splashed  through 
aught  and  everything  that  came  in  his  way. 
There  have  been  few  men  who  have  exhibited 
naturally  higher  qualities  than  James  Stuart. 
As  a  commander  he  had  no  rival,  and  England 
owes  her  dominion  of  the  seas  to  him.  As  a 
councillor,  he  was  immediate  and  importunate 
and  curiously  foolhardy.  As  a  friend,  he  was 
loyal ;  and  as  a  foe,  he  was  implacable.  There 
never  was  a  stranger  contradiction,  for  all  the 
good  he  showed  was  smothered  beneath  the 
inevitable  shadow  which  is  ever  thrown  by  that 
bigoted  thirst  for  power — a  servile  superstition. 
With  all  his  bravery  and  undeniably  sterling 
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qualities — touch  his  beliefs  in  omens,  dreams 
and  suchlike  fooleries,  and  you  scratched  a 
craven.  Surrounded  by  men  who  play  on  the 
fears  of  the  ignorant  !  impaled  on  this  infernal 
machine  !  he  was  the  most  pitiable  and  pliant 
fatalist  that  ever  lived,  else  his  line  might  have 
held  the  turn  of  our  political  destinies  to-day, 
and  the  German  would  have  kept  to  his  own. 

The  acquisition  of  arbitrary  control  over 
Church  and  State  was  to  James  the  hub  and 
desideratum  of  Monarchy.  Seeing  this,  the 
subtle  directors  of  the  papistical  oligarchy 
chose  him  as  the  likeliest  means  for  the  further- 
ance of  their  schemes.  No  other  prince 
offered  such  advantages.  They  knew  his 
strength  and  his  weakness,  and  they  knew  how 
to  curb  the  first  and  how  to  bend  the  last  their 
way.  Those  wily  soul  traders,  the  Jesuits, 
flocked  round  him,  crowded  his  councils  and 
attended  his  closet ;  and  the  poor  gentleman 
was  gradually  and  warily  "  hustled  "  by  the 
gentlest  and  suavest  means  in  the  world  ;  to 
foster  those  rank  weeds  of  disastrous  polity 
which  afterwards  ruined  him.  He  was  insen- 
sibly taught  by  these  disciples  of  an  inelastic 
theocracy  to  absorb  their  own  casuistries 
without  question  or  scruple.  The  power  of  the 
Order  was  cloaked  in  a  divine  disguise,  it  is 
true — but  the  glory  of  God  and  the  advance 
of  His  Church  waited  very  subserviently  on  the 
followers  of  Loyola. 

They  could  do  nothing  with  the  King.    He 
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was  civil,  obliging  and  impossible.  They 
touched  James  through  what  he  called  his 
conscience.  They  goaded  him,  in  their  careful 
way,  by  the  pricks  of  his  illogical  and  irrespon- 
sible credulity.  And  they  were  quite  ready  to 
throw  him  aside  and  choose  another  fitter 
instrument  if  need  were.  And  it  was  quite 
their  way  of  proceeding  that  he  should  uncon- 
sciously choose  his  successor — thinking  all  the 
while,  blinded  man  !  that  he  was  serving  his 
own  ends  while  he  readily  placed  the  strands 
and  thrums  of  things  in  their  hands. 

About  three  hours  after  Elizabeth  Malet  left 
Somerset  House  four  men  sat  in  the  Duke's 
private  closet  :  Master  Secretary  Coleman, 
Father  Colombier,  the  Prince  himself,  and  a 
stranger — a  small,  puckered,  swarthy  man  of 
somewhere  about  sixty.  This  person's  restless 
dark  eyes  sprang  from  one  to  the  other  out  of 
their  crowed  and  wrinkled  orbits — his  mouth 
was  firm,  small  and  inflexible — his  hands,  which 
he  hid  in  the  wide  sleeves  of  his  black  cloak, 
were  small,  pale,  and  supple — the  youngest 
things  about  him.  In  spite  of  his  age,  his 
jetty  hair  showed  scarcely  a  faded  streak — only 
a  frost  on  the  temples.  He  spoke  in  a  low,  soft, 
well-modulated  voice. 

James  was  patrolling  the  room  in  evident 
perturbation  of  spirit.  He  wheeled  round  to 
this  stranger. 

"  If  what  you  tell  me  is  true,  I  may  as  well 
pack  and  be  off  at  once." 
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"  Not  so,  my  son.  That  I  am  well  aware  of 
your  brother's  marriage  is  a  fact,  seeing  that  I 
performed  the  rite — but  of  this  other  sequence 
I  am  in  doubt — and  even  if  'twere  true — our 
Church  hath  need  of  you." 

"  The  King  is  a  shaking  reed,"  remarked 
Colombier.  "  Not  to  be  trusted  nor  relied 
on.  He  carrieth  two  faces  under's  hood,  and 
he  fingereth  King  Louis  as  a  highwayman 
handles  a  well-stocked  purse — and  that's  all. 
He  is  an  atheist  and  a  freethinker — living  the 
life  of  Solomon  in  his  fall.  In  spite  of  his  fair 
words  we  have  no  hope  in  him.  Nor  can  we 
abide  much  by  his  issue — unless  we  know  the 
stuff  'tis  made  of.  Sure,  it  may  be  fustian,  and 
then  'tis  best  out  of  the  way." 

"  Good  father,  you  have  sampled  it,  surely — 
and  the  Father  General  here." 

Colombier  shook  his  head. 

"  There  is  no  chance  yonder.  The  lad  is  well 
guarded,  and  I  know  but  little  of  him.  To  be 
sure,  I  came  to  England  on  his  account,  acting 
on  the  dying  wish  of  my  poor  penitent — Queen 
Henrietta.  I  never  saw  him  before  I  met  him 
at  Dover,  and  beyond  the  fact  that,  coming 
from  the  sanctuary  of  our  good  Father 
Rector  " — he  bowed  slightly  to  the  stranger — 
"  he  paid  me  that  deference  which  is  our 
due — then  and  after,  I  know  nought  of 
him.  He  seemed  a  sullen  and  uncommuni- 
cative youth." 

"  He  hath  a  good  head,"  put  in  the  Rector 
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General.  "  If  this  be  the  lad  I  mean — he  is 
devout,  upright  and  circumspect." 

"  His  head  is  turned  by  a  vain  and  foolish 
damsel,"  said  Colombier,  with  an  acrid  recollec- 
tion of  Mistress  Malet.  "Oh,  surely  the 
serpent  in  Paradise  had  sparkling  eyes,  and  the 
snares  of  the  flesh  in  woman." 

Master  Secretary  Coleman  grinned  behind 
the  clerical  back,  and  catching  the  corner  of  the 
swarthy  little  Rector  General's  eye — ducked 
his  head  and  began  to  write  furiously  with  an 
empty  pen  on  a  clean  sheet  of  paper. 

"  We  sought  to  draw  him  hither  by  means 
of  that  same  wench,"  went  on  Colombier, 
"  but  she  is  hard  to  turn,  and  the  Queen  is 
suspicious,  and  the  King — is  the  King.  Yet 
some  way  must  be  devised  to  fetch  him  hither 
for  his  royal  highness's  interrogatories — your 
priceless  advice,  good  Father  General — and 
mine  own  satisfaction  to  his  identity." 

The  General  thrust  his  hands  still  further 
into  his  sleeves. 

"  Your  description — Queen  Henrietta's  dy- 
ing charge  to  you — and  the  fact  that  I  left  the 
real  Henri  de  Rohan  at  Roulers  as  I  came 
through  Belgium  is  sufficient  to  warrant  us 
making  an  effort  to  gain  audience  with  this 
boy,  if  no  more.  If  he  be  he,  the  proofs  of  his 
identity  are  with  King  Charles's  wife." 

"  Queen  Katherine  !  Wherefore  ?  "  de- 
manded James. 

"  It  was  a  fancy  of  the  King's  to  make  her 
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partner  in  this  secret — seeing  she  is  barren. 
She  hath  urged  for  the  lad  to  be  brought  to 
England  for  years." 

"  An  we  could  go  openly  to  Whitehall !  " 
lamented  Colombier.  "  The  boy  is  guarded 
so  well  at  Somerset  House  that  one  would  think 
the  Queen  herself  had  doubts  of  her  church  and 
its  ways." 

"  How  is  he  guarded  ?  " 

"  By  wenches  —  women  —  the  maids  of 
honour.  A  set  of  imprudent,  irreligious,  dis- 
respectful lasses.  They'll  do  nought  you  bid 
them,  and  they  flout  you  to  your  face  and 
behind  your  back." 

A  warning  exclamation  from  Coleman  pulled 
the  priest  up  short.  The  secretary  held  his 
finger  to  his  lip.  A  tap  on  the  door.  He  rose 
and  answered  it.  The  tapper  was  an  usher  who 
stood  in  the  portal  bowing  obsequiously. 

"  My  Lord  Treasurer  Danby  craves  urgent 
audience,  sir,"  he  salaamed  to  the  Duke. 

His  Royal  Highness  waved  his  hand.  The  door 
closed  on  the  usher,  and  James  looked  round 
to  see  no  one  in  the  room  save  himself  and 
Master  Coleman.  The  priests  had  vanished. 

A  moment  and  the  door  again  opened 
respectfully,  and  the  usher  bowed  in  the  Lord 
Treasurer. 

Thomas  Osborne,  Earl  of  Danby,  held  the 
reputation  of  being  one  of  the  most  courtly 
gentlemen  in  a  court  of  courtly  gentlemen. 
To  quote  Rochester :  "  He  cast  a  bill 
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with  the  honour  of  a  Bayard,  and  claimed 
an  account  with  the  grace  of  a  Crichton."  He 
was  perhaps  the  busiest  man  in  the  King's 
dominions,  yet,  as  he  bent  before  his  Royal 
Highness  the  Duke  of  York,  not  a  hair  of  his 
crisp  curled  wig  was  ruffled,  not  a  thread  of  his 
costly  laces  fell  awry,  not  a  fold  of  his  blue 
velvet  coat  ran  crumpled,  not  a  speck  soiled  his 
highly  varnished  boots,  not  a  line  of  anxiety 
disturbed  his  placid  imperturbable  face.  He 
rested  one  bejewelled  hand  on  his  tall,  clouded 
staff  with  a  high-bred  passive  indifference  to 
hurry  and  drive  of  all  sorts,  and  smiled  the 
smile  of  a  courtier  as  if  nothing  was  further 
from  his  thoughts  than  the  complications  of  the 
privy  purse  or  the  ministerial  pitfalls  •  that 
threatened  the  management  of  a  precarious 
exchequer.  And  very  likely  this  was  a  fact. 

The  Duke  extended  his  hand,  and  greeted 
his  visitor  with  the  proverbial  charm  of  his  race. 

"  My  Lord,  I  am  blithe  to  see  you,  altho'  so 
late  at  e'en.'v 

"  Sir,  'tis  on  a  mission  from  his  Majesty  I 
come  thus  untimely.  And  if  your  Highness 
pleases,  it  is  private." 

The  Duke  looked  at  Coleman,  who  disap- 
peared after  the  fashion  of  the  Jesuits.  James 
indicated  a  seat  to  the  Lord  Treasurer,  and  the 
latter,  after  arranging  his  fineries  in  it  with 
much  care,  went  on  : 

"  The  King,  your  brother,  is  much  dis- 
turbed." 
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"  How's  that  ?  ' 

"  There  hath  been  a  dust-raising  in  her 
Majesty's  lodging.  And  the  King  hath  bid 
me  come  to  you,  as  friend  from  friend,  to  ask 
your  Royal  Highness  to  tauten  *  the  tangle." 

"  I  know  nought  on't.  Who  is  the  culprit  ?  " 

"  Sure,  there's  two  of  them — or  there's  foul 
play — or  a  trick — or  a  frolic  or  a  privy  wedding. 
I  know  not  which  to  put  it  at — and  frankly,  I 
know  not  why  I'm  sent  upon  this  embassage — 
for  what  your  Highness  can  have  to  do  with 
the  gallivantings  of  two  chits  o'  the  Queen's 
Court,  I  cannot  think." 

"  Two  chits  of  the  Queen's  Court !  Who 
are  they,  my  Lord  ?  " 

"  That  young  Frenchman  she  hath  garnered 
these  last  six  weeks,  and  that  dissembling 
baggage — Bess  Malet." 

"  What  hath  befallen  them  ?  " 

"  No  one  knows.     They've  disappeared." 

"  Together  ?  " 

"  That  no  one  knows,  either.  But  folks 
think  not — for  he  was  seen  after  she  was  missed, 
with  much  annoyance  visible  in  his  bearing. 
The  last  person  he  was  seen  speaking  to  was  the 
victualler  from  the  Stairway  yonder  by  the 
'Friars,  who  supplies  the  Court  with  wine — 
Claud  Cellier.  Since  when,  he's  not  been 
found  at  Somerset  House." 

My  Lord  Treasurer's  doubt  as  to  the 
importance  of  his  errand  might  have  been  set 

*  Straighten. 
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at  rest  by  the  face  of  the  Duke  on  hearing  this 
intelligence.  He  pursed  his  lips  and  pulled  a 
long  nose  (his  nose  was  naturally  long,  and  when 
he  was  angered  or  perplexed  he  lengthened  it 
still  more  over  a  pout  of  displeasure).  He 
walked  to  and  fro  in  irregular  strides,  forgetting 
the  formal  etiquette  which  was  a  creed  with 
him,  thrust  his  ha  ads  into  the  deep  pockets  of 
his  breeches,  while  his  eyes  measured  the  ground 
in  a  sudden  and  profound  thought  which 
eschewed  the  Earl  of  Danby. 

The  Lord  Treasurer  coughed.  The  Duke 
recovered  his  self-possession  with  a  jerk. 

"  Have  these  young  people  left  no  trace  as 
to  their  going,  or  whither  they  have  gone  ?  " 

"  None  whatever,  sir.  How  she  can  have 
gone  forth  is  a  mystery — for  no  gentlewoman 
has  been  seen  alone  and  unattended  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  Palace  these  two  days. 
Miles  Hill,  the  porter,  hath  avowed  he  saw  two 
of  the  Queen's  gentlemen  leave  the  yard  and  go 
through  the  privy  garden  not  long  after  your 
Royal  Highness  quitted  her  Majesty,  and 
methinks,  'twixt  you  and  me,  the  Queen  herself 
hath  something  up  her  sleeve." 

"  Aye  ?     Why,  my  Lord  ?  " 

"  Sure,  there's  something  crooked  about  it. 
Her  Majesty  hath  hysterics,  and  the  King  just 
says, '  Oh,  this  is  James's  doing,'  wherefore  I'm 
here  to  bid  your  Highness  show  your  hand  for 
love  of  your  brother." 

"  My  Lord,  I  pray  you  tell  the  King  my 
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hand  is  clean  as  my  conscience.  I  know  nought 
of  the  lad  or  the  wench.  Wherefore  should 
I  ?  The  Duchess  wanted  the  young  woman 
in  her  train,  and  the  Queen  retained  her  at  her 
pleasure.  'Tis  no  coil  of  mine — their  tiffs  on 
squires  and  dames  in  waiting.  My  brother 
does  me  less  than  justice,  my  Lord." 

The  Lord  Treasurer  rose. 

"  I  give  your  Highness  my  message  as  I  got 
it.  'Tis  the  King's  affair  and  your  own." 

"  That's  all  right,  my  Lord.  I  thwack  no 
man  with  another's  rod.  Beseech  you,  tell  my 
brother  what  I've  said.  'Tis  pertinent,  and  I 
hope  conclusive." 

He  bowed  and  struck  his  bell  for  the  usher, 
and  Lord  Danby  left  him — to  summon  back 
Coleman  and  the  Jesuits  for  a  quickened 
debate. 

The  minutes  ticked  on  until  they  counted 
thirty,  and  the  argument  was  close  and  con- 
ducted in  low,  earnest  tones  ;  until  the  Rector 
General  rising  in  defiance  of  the  presence  in 
which  he  stood,  and  with  a  humility  of  bearing 
which  might  have  struck  a  cool  spectator  as  a 
trifle  spurious,  put  a  period  to  the  conference 
thus : 

"  Haec  non  sunt  in  nostra  manu  !  The  end 
justifies  the  means." 


XVI 
AT  SIGN  OF  THE  CRONY'S  TRYST 

THE  wherry  glided  over  the  Thames  water  in 
obedience  to  the  dexterous  hands  which 
directed  her  course.  They  were  well  usxl  to 
these  moonlight  expeditions,  these  madcaps. 
It  was  nothing  new  to  them  to  "  play  "  the 
sleeping  craft  that  covered  the  surface — to 
steal  softly  in  amidst  traders  in  fruit  and  grain, 
dark  colliers,  flat-bottomed  Batavians,  pleasure 
launches,  smuggler's  gigs,  dun  and  retiring,  all 
sorts  of  vessels  for  purchase,  hiring  and  bar- 
gaining. Even  at  night  the  great  waterway 
of  London  was  crowded  with  a  sleeping  fleet 
—  a  heterogeneous  mixture  of  floating 
vis  inertia  that  brought  the  controlling 
abilities  of  the  stealthy  steerer  into  action — 
as  the  faculties  of  another  sort  of  wire-puller 
are  taxed  by  the  press  of  obstacles  less 
phenomenal  and  tangible  but  just  as  hinder- 
ing. 

The  feelings  of  Elizabeth  Malet  were  in- 
describable. Nurtured  in  the  most  exclusive 
retirement — save  for  her  grandfather's  friends 
— until  she  had  gone  to  Court ;  she  had  seen 
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nought  of  the  doings  of  even  her  contempo- 
raries. Since  her  association  with  the  maids 
of  honour  she  had  often  heard  them  laughing 
over  "  sprees  "  of  which  they  had  heard  tell, 
but  not  one  of  those  merry  damsels  had  taken 
part  in  the  frolics  of  their  male  acquaintances. 
Novelty,  apprehension — of  goodness  knows 
what  and  of  goodness  knows  whom — feminine 
delicacy,  when  she  recollected  the  part  she  was 
playing  ;  a  reckless  joy  born  of  the  re-instate- 
ment  of  her  lover,  whose  firm  hand  shaped  the 
course  of  the  wherry  amidst  the  nebulous  shoals 
and  breakers  in  the  masterly  manner  of  a  true 
sailor  ;  a  nameless  excitement  which  heightened 
her  young  blood  to  fever  heat — a  complexity 
of  emotions  incapable  of  classification — the 
lateness  or  rather  the  earliness  of  the  hour  (for 
the  clocks  had  tolled  twelve) — and  the  motion 
of  the  boat — all  combined,  made  the  Queen's 
messenger  do  the  only  thing  possible  under  the 
circumstances.  She  fell  asleep — and  her  drowsy 
head  pressed  on  Lord  Rochester's  shoulder.  It 
was  so  dark.  There  was  no  moon,  and  Dorset 
had  the  oars  and  enough  to  do  to  make  their 
course.  The  Earl's  arm  stole  lovingly  round 
his  exhausted  page,  he  gently  removed  the 
badged  and  feathered  hat — so  much  in  the 
way — and  pillowed  her  head  on  his  arm.  Her 
sweet  face  lay[close  to  his  own — her  closed  eyes 
with  their  long  fringes.  He  lowered  his  own 
face  until  those  fringes  touched  his  cheek.  Her 
lips — what  does  it  matter  what  happened  ? 
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Lord  Dorset  could  not  see  and  we  need  not 
look. 

Far  down  the  river,  near  the  Sanctuary- 
Stairs,  the  craft  became  fewer,  scantier,  and 
more  poverty  stricken.  Not  many  ventured 
within  the  precincts  of  that  rejugium  peccatorum 
of  the  City  of  London,  Whitefriars.  The 
water  itself  took  on  a  muddier  and  thicker 
consistency,  and  the  mirk  of  the  night  grew 
deeper  and  fouler  as  it  clung  round  the  skirts 
of  Alsatia.  No  man  can  live  without  the 
complicated  laboratory  we  call. his  intestines. 
No  city  can  exist  without  its  selecting  and 
sorting  cesspool. 

In  1670,  this  urban  digester  of  public  morals 
was,  although  not  so  extensive  as  in  the  time  of 
the  King's  grandfather,  of  a  tidy  size  ;  stretch- 
ing far  up  the  Thames  shore  from  the  city 
proper.  But  these  reaches  were  its  tentacles  in 
the  shape  of  a  few  ramshackle  hovels  on  the  sand 
flats,  neither  waterproof  nor  safe.  The  black 
mass  of  Alsatia  bulged  over  the  water  and 
swarmed  up  the  Strand  over  and  beyond  these 
unsteady  outposts. 

Far  down  the  bank,  and  nearly  opposite  the 
Lambeth  Marshes  the  wherry  slackened,  hugged 
the  shore  and  tacked  into  cover  by  the  light  of 
a  solitary  oil  lamp  flickering  fitfully  over  an 
archway  heading  a  flight  of  slimy  steps  leading 
to  a  rickety  stone  landing  place  or  pier. 

Rochester  took  his  precious  freight  in  his 
arms. 
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"  The  lad's  dead  beat,"  he  said,  "  he  hath 
been  sleeping  through  the  whole  of  the  trip. 
'Tis  pity  to  wake  him." 

"  What  shall  we  do  with  him  ?  " 

"  Best  take  him  into  Cellier's.  We  can 
leave  him  there.  The  fellow's  trustworthy — 
or  rather,  he  knows  'tis  worth  his  while  to  go 
straight  with  me.  At  any  rate,  'tis  rest  for  the 
weary  and  quiet-living  young  shaver." 

"  Where  did  you  get  him  ?  "  asked  Dorset, 
grappling  the  boat  to  the  starling  of  the 
pier. 

"  He — is — a — present  from  a  friend.  The 
successor  to  Romero." 

Dorset  chuckled. 

"  He  should  be  a  very  eldorado  of  time 
servers,"  he  said  ;  "  a  waiting  lad  who  cannot 
tattle,  and  who  cannot  hear  one's  contradic- 
tions— for,  by  the  noise  of  the  mouth  men  often- 
times belittle  the  outer  conformation  and  so 
destroy  the  harmony  of  nature.  A  servitor 
to  whom  one  has  to  talk  upon  one's  ringers, 
and  who  slumbers  when  one's  bent  on  mischief. 
Sure,  he's  the  rara  avis.  Let  me  help  you." 

"  Thanks,  I'll  do  it  myself.  He's  light  eno'. 
Knock  up  the  worthy  Claud,  and  bid  him 
prepare  for  a  sick  visitor." 

"  A  sick  visitor  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  for  then  you'll  ensure  quiet,  and 
possibly  solitude." 

"  He'll  think  'tis  the  smallpox  or  the  plague." 

"  Let  him  think  'tis  both  or  either  so  long 
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as  he  gives  the  youngster  clean  sheets  and 
privacy." 

Dorset  leaped  up  the  steps  and  disappeared 
in  the  gloom  above.  We  will  not  watch  the 
proceedings  of  Rochester  when  he  was  left 
alone  with  his  unconscious  burden.  There 
was,  to  be  sure,  a  pause  of  extreme  quiet,  before 
his  Lordship,  carrying  the  Queen's  messenger 
as  lightly  as  if  she  were  a  sleeping  child,  followed 
his  friend  up  a  familiar,  dirty,  cobble-stoned 
alley  which  broke  abruptly  from  the  flags  of 
the  little  causeway,  and  zigzagged  up  the 
slope. 

The  quiet  outside  served  as  a  strong  contrast 
to  the  restlessness  of  this  Avernus.  Rochester 
passed  by  many  houses,  most  of  them  good  old 
mansions  in  the  last  stage  of  dilapidation  and 
decay,  and  from  all  issued  sounds  and  sights  of 
wakefulness  and  revelry.  Many  were  inns, 
though  not  the  one  he  sought,  and  against  the 
door-post  of  one  of  these,  where  hung  another 
smoking  oil  lamp,  two  men  lolled.  v%* 

They  were  "  bullies "  and  "blades"  — 
typical  "  friars,"  and  they  barred  the  way. 

"  Tour  out !  cully.  The  cove's  on  the 
kinchin  lay.  Queer  his  peepers  with  your 
cheery."  *  tj  ; 

The  other  ragamuffin  peered  into  the  Earl's 
face — laughed  hoarsely  and  fell  back. 

"  Bing  avast !    cut  wids.    He's  a  white  boy. 

*  "  Look,  friend !  the  stranger's  stealing;  a  child.  Blind 
him  with  your  dagger." 
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A  freedman  of  the  province.  'Tis  the  younker 
flam  and  bully  bawler  the  bien  morts  spy 
ha-ha  !  "  * 

The  smoky  little  lamp,  and  his  own  eccentric 
vagaries  had  done  his  Lordship  good  service. 
He  nodded  as  to  an  acquaintance,  winked  con- 
fidentially at  the  rascals,  passed  unmolested  up 
the  street,  and  dived  with  his  burden  under 
the  low  portal  of  an  old  house  somewhat 
cleaner  than  the  rest,  though  decayed  and 
broken  like  its  neighbours. 

The  room  into  which  he  stepped  straight 
down  four  steps  from  the  street  was  broad  and 
wide,  and  so  low  ceilinged  that  Rochester  had 
to  bend  his  head  to  escape  the  impurities 
clouding  its  rafters.  The  floor  was  sanded.  A 
long  counter  ran  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
chamber,  and  its  sole  furniture  consisted  of 
three-legged  stools  and  casks.  Pots  and  flagons 
adorned  the  counter,  and  behind  the  heads  of 
the  drawers  were  ranged  a  row  of  corpulent 
brass-bound  kegs.  An  atmosphere  of  coarse 
tobacco  smoke  made  the  place  look  as  if  it  were 
shrouded  in  a  northern  fog,  and  the  mutter  of 
voices  that  came  through  its  haze  might  have 
been  the  weird  invocations  of  the  children  of 
the  mist. 

Rochester  paused  on  the  lowest  step  until  his 
eyes  got  used  to  the  thick,  grimy  air.  Then, 

*  "  Go  along !  don't  trouble.  He's  all  right.  He  does 
as  he  likes.  'Tis  the  young  parson  who  preaches  so  well,  he 
whom  the  girls  run  after." 
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without  proceeding  further,  he  gave  a  peculiar 
long  low  penetrative  whistle,  and  stood  still, 
shielding  his  burden  from  both  noise  and  the 
light  of  the  colza  lamps  that  flared  through  the 
smoke,  and  waited  for  the  answer  to  his  signal. 

It  came  in  the  shape  of  a  small,  active  man 
whose  light  hair  grew  in  a  stubble  and  low  on 
his  brow,  and  whose  peaked  nose  was  seemingly 
on  amicable  terms  with  his  pointed  chin. 

He  wore  a  broad  muslin  collar,  a  dark  stuff 
jerkin,  an  apron,  and  wide  baggy  breeches,  and 
the  name  by  which  his  Lordship  hailed  him 
sounded  absurdly  appropriate. 

"  Hillo,  Punchinello  !  Canst  give  my  friend 
here  cover  for  the  night  ? J: 

"  Mort  de  ma  vie  !  C'est  le  sage  !  le-le- 
1'empirique  !  Monsieur  le  docteur  !  I  am  at 
your  service." 

"  Give  me  a  room — the  best  you  have — and 
solitude.  God's  fish,  this  infernal  hole  is 
enough  to  suffocate  one.  Quick,  friend,  the 
boy  is  used  to  fresh  air." 

Master  Claud  Cellier  turned  and  led  the  way 
through  the  fog  and  the  barrels  and  a  time- 
stained  oaken  door,  up  a  flight  of  creaking 
stairs  into  a  room  on  the  first  storey,  whose 
windows  and  part  of  its  flooring  bulged  over 
the  street.  The  victualler  circled  the  taper  he 
carried  round  the  room,  and  showed  the  Earl 
a  heavy,  canopied,  four-post  bedstead  hung  in 
faded  crimson.  It  had  once  been  pressed,  and 
the  room  been  used  by  some  one  nearer  his 
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Lordship's  own  station  than  that  of  the  vintner, 
but  now  it  had  fallen,  like  many  a  highborn 
race,  on  to  evil  days  and  unworthy  dealings. 
Mildewed,  discoloured  and  threadbare. 

"  My  page  is  dead  with  fatigue,"  Rochester 
condescended  to  explain.  "  Can  he  sleep  in 
peace  until  the  morn — or  until  he  wakes  ?  " 

"  Monsieur,  in  dis  chambre  he  might  be  in 
his  grave." 

"  God  forbid  !  " 

"  I  mean — for  quiet.     Pour  la  retraite." 

Rochester  gently  laid  the  sleeping  woman  on 
the  bed  which  Cellier  deftly  arranged,  and 
when  she  was  breathing  softly  and  regularly  he 
turned  to  the  Gascon. 

"  Do  you  expect  your  wife  home  ?  " 

Master  Cellier  shrugged  expressively. 

"  If  she  comes  you  need  not  let  her  know 
who  rents  or  tenants  this  room.  Do  you 
hear  ?  " 

"  It  shall  be  as  you  wish,  monsieur." 

"  I  hope  so.  You  know  by  this  time  it  is 
worth  your  while  to  serve  me.  Leave  the  lad 
a  light." 

With  the  torch  he  carried  Cellier  ignited  one 
of  two  candles  standing  on  the  high,  elaborately 
carved  mantel. 

After  seeing  all  to  his  Lordship's  liking  they 
left  the  tired  Queen's  messenger  alone. 

On  the  way  downstairs  Rochester  spoke  over 
his  shoulder. 

"  Have  you  a  full  house  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  monsieur,  c'est  serre.  Trop  rempli. 
Ve  'ave  no  room  at  all.  An'  to-morrow  zere 
is  de  Club  "  (he  called  it  "  clob  ")  "  an'  ve  vill 
'ave  no  time  at  all  an'  no  peace  or  rest  for  ze— 
ze — souhaite — ze  vants  of  ze  shentlemens — ces 
gens  exigents." 

The  door  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  opened,  and 
somebody  sat  down  on  the  steps. 

"  There  you  are,  grumbling  again,  Claud  of 
Lorraine.  Marry  quep  !  one  would  think  a 
Gascon  stomach  could  never  surfeit  of  chirpers 
— canary  birds — good  sound  guilders,  marks, 
moidores,  elusive  louis  d'ors.  Why,  Master 
Taverner,  when  your  house  is  *  trop  rempli,'  as 
you  put  it,  you  are  making  money,  which  is  a 
thing  I  never  did  in  my  life.  Come  down,  thou 
canter  of  Gascony  !  and  let  us  be  merry  in  hell." 

Rochester  laid  his  hand  on  the  speaker's 
shoulder. 

"  Shut  up,  Charlie.  Your  voice  is  like  a 
foghorn.  It  will  pierce  the  rafters." 

"  And  work  a  miracle  on  your  interesting 
mute.  Sure,  John,  you're  wondrous  solicitous 
about  that  boy.  I  must  look  to  it." 

"  Do,  busybody,  when  you're  drunk  on 
Master  Cellier's  £  happiness  in  hell.'  Then 
you'll  see  a  crowd  of  '  interesting  mutes,'  and 
mine  own  property  may  slip  your  vigilance." 

He  strode  past  Dorset  down  into  the  sanded 
bar. 

In  a  remote  corner  he  and  his  friend  watched 
the  doings  of  those  around  them.  Both  were 
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men  who  found  pleasure  in  character-studying. 
Strip  them  of  the  pressure  of  accident  and 
circumstance,  and  they  represented  the  literary 
dilettante  and  cognoscenti  of  their  time. 
Rochester  dearly  loved  to  play  with  the  weak- 
nesses and  failings  of  his  fellows — and  in  a 
corner  of  some  such  place  as  this  same  "  Crony's 
Tryst  "  he  caught  at  many  strands  of  intrigue 
and  statecraft  which  his  own  quick,  almost 
uncanny,  astuteness  used  to  sift  the  truth  of 
many  a  thing  which  puzzled  even  the 
perspicacity  of  Ashley.  Foetid  holes  like  this 
Alsatian  victualling  house  were,  in  those  days, 
the  rendezvous  for  all  sorts  and  conditions  of 
men  and  women.  They  were  above  no  one 
and  below  no  one,  and  wide-spreading  plots 
were  concocted,  and  international  business 
transacted  in  no  fitter  environment  than 
Master  Cellier's  murky,  sanded  bar.  But 
to-night  Rochester  was  preoccupied,  and  when 
Dorset  got  bored  he  refused  to  seek  amusement 
elsewhere.  He  would  not  leave  the  "  Crony's 
Tryst  "  while  that  dear  charge  lay  upstairs  in 
its  best  bedroom. 

Presently  Dorset  disappeared,  and  still 
Rochester  sat  mufHed  in  his  cloak — his  face  and 
head  shrouded  in  its  hood — blinded  to  passing 
events  by  his  own  thoughts.  Why  had  she 
come  to  him  ?  Why  had  she  brought  him 
that  dangerous,  vital  paper  ?  Why  had  he,  in 
the  heat  of  that  reckless  spirit  of  mischief  which 
goaded  him  to  so  much  disaster,  brought  her 
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here  to  this  venal  abode  ?  What  should  he  do 
if  danger  threatened  ?  and  danger  was  the  active 
principle  of  the  air  of  this  Whitefriars.  He 
had  brought  her  hither  that  they  might  have 
a  secret  between  them  she  dared  not  speak  on 
to  her  people — not  for  its  shame,  but  because 
it  was  an  outrage  upon  that  punctilio  which 
they  swore  by — and  she  would  be  bound  to  him 
through  this  adventure.  Oh,  if  he  got  her 
safe  out  of  the  "  Crony's  Tryst  "  by  the  morn- 
ing— she  would  be  bound  to  him  for  all  time  ! 
A  fig  for  the  Queen's  parchment  !  He  forgot 
its  existence  in  the  notion  that  Betsy  Malet 
had,  of  her  own  volition,  put  herself  and  her 
good  fame  into  his  hands.  A  noise  outside  like 
the  smothered  soughing  of  the  sea  and  the 
trampling  of  a  rabble !  There  was  too  much 
life  in  Alsatia  to  please  Rochester.  He  sprang 
to  his  feet  with  an  execration  on  the  racket  of 
the  place.  The  soughing  and  trampling  came 
nearer — surged  round  the  building — clattered 
over  the  cobbles  and  stopped  at  the  inn.  The 
door  at  the  top  of  the  steps  was  pushed  inwards, 
and  a  crowd  of  persons  headed  by  the  two 
rapscallions  who  had  accosted  Rochester — 
tumbled  and  were  pushed  into  the  room. 
Many  of  these  were  women,  towzled,  dusty, 
deplorable  creatures — animal  and  degraded. 
Their  ragged  garments  fluttered  in  the  chilly 
air,  and  they  had  the  blighted  look  of  night- 
birds  under  the  colza  lamps.  Glaring  colours 
predominated  in  their  clothes,  and  a  great 
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object  in  their  lives  seemed  to  be  a  universal 
desire  to  excel  in  the  matter  of  gaily  decked 
caps ;  for  the  ribbons  that  fluttered  from 
these  concoctions  of  more  or  less  soiled 
linen  and  torn  lace  were  numerous  and 
various. 

The  majority  of  the  men  were  of  the  type 
of  Rochester's  two  acquaintances — hustlers, 
bullies,  swaggerers  and  rogues  of  every  variety 
and  degree — from  the  ruffler  in  luck  as  the 
result  of  some  daring  piece  of  rascality  to  the 
down-at-heel  wastrel  and  petty  thief  skulking 
from  the  clutch  of  the  tipstave. 

This  scum  of  the  Province  was  mixed  and 
tempered  by  not  a  few  better-class  adventurers, 
whose  ill-luck,  financial  loss,  suspicious  cha- 
racter and  general  detriment  had  hounded 
them  into  the  last  resort  of  this  sanctuary  for 
vice  and  misfortune. 

It  was  for  some  of  these  that  Rochester 
carefully  pulled  his  hood  close  round  his  head 
and  folded  his  cloak  round  his  body  while  the 
women  sought  to  jostle  him,  and  the  men  to 
force  him  up  the  steps  and  through  the  open 
doorway.  He  allowed  them  to  drive  him  up 
two  of  the  steps,  but  on  the  third  he  twisted 
round  and  faced  them. 

"  Good  folk,  what  is  your  will  ?  "  he 
demanded  quietly. 

A  huge  framed,  red-nosed  man  wearing  a 
cock's  feather  in  his  beaver,  and  a  couple  of 
horse  pistols  in  his  belt,  and  high  leathern 
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leggings  and  jack  boots  with  noisy  spurs,  strode 
to  the  front. 

"  Why,  my  younker  covey,"  he  said.  "  These 
are  your  congregation.  Hoist  your  shanks 
and  give  us  a  taste  of  the  chin-wag  of  your 
craft." 

One  of  the  women — a  blowsy  jade — struck 
in  : 

"  Your  pitch  is  squeaking  for  you,  yonder. 
Give  us  a  clack,  my  bully  boy,  and  I'll  kiss  you 
for  it." 

"  And  I." 

"  And  I,"  cried  the  women  laughing  and 
clapping  their  hands. 

A  stout  virago  with  her  arms  akimbo,  wearing 
a  tattered  cap  and  ill-concealed  night  rail, 
burst  into  a  coarse  laugh. 

"  Peer  out,  covey,"  she  cried  in  a  husky, 
asthmatic  voice,  "  the  bitches  won't  stop  at  a 
slabber.  If  you're  on't  there'll  be  a  free  fight 
'mongst  the  morts  for  a  scambling." 

A  roar  of  merriment  greeted  this  scurril  jest. 
It  died  down  almost  into  a  whimper  at  the 
sight  of  Rochester's  face.  It  was  strange — the 
effect  that  look  produced  upon  the  motley 
throng. 

The  face  of  a  Sebastian  ! 

The  man  has  been  likened  to  that  beatified 
target — and,  verily,  as  he  stood  there  on  the 
top  of  those  befouled  steps  leading  to  that 
infernal  cellar  he  might  have  been  the  type 
of  a  higher  being — the  embodiment  of  one 
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of    those    Great    Thoughts    we    call    angelic 
messengers. 

There  were  periods   in  the  career  of  this 
extraordinary  man  when  he  actually  felt  as  he 
then  looked.    When  the  gross  environment  of 
his  time  and  condition  became  bitter  aloes  to 
him — when  the  crass  bestiality  of  the  common 
existence  showed  itself  to  his  mental  eyes  in  all 
its   deadly  depravity.      When  the  man — un- 
switching  himself,  so  to  speak,  from  the  lower 
life  of  garish  excitement  and  sensual  hankerings, 
rose  to  the  height  of  a  philosopher  enfranchised 
and  expurgated  from  demoralizing  weakness. 
This  phase  of  what  a  later  philosopher  would 
have  styled  the  "  phenomenon  of  Wilmot  " 
came  upon  him  there  in  the  "  Crony's  Tryst." 
That  fair  woman  whom  he  really  loved  with  a 
jealous  arrogating  love  ;    despite  the  fact  that 
he  had  ostensibly  abrogated  his  claim  to  her  ; 
that   woman  lay   upstairs,   and   her   presence 
sanctified  the  place.    An  angel  was  slumbering 
on  the  first  floor,  and  blear-eyed  Hecate  and 
her   witches'   brood  were   before   him.      The 
ghastly  misery  of  the  institution  which  bred 
such    vermin    to    swarm    in    its    dark    places, 
to  choke  its   lungs   and  horde   on  its   skirts, 
positively  horrified  him,  then  and  there  flash- 
ing in  those  nasty  colza  lamps  in  all  its  ugly 
deformity.      The   same   institution   had   pro- 
duced   Elizabeth    Malet,    and    the    contrast 
appalled  him. 
What    was    the    difference    between    that 
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beautiful,  refined  and  very  excellent  lady 
above  the  smoky  rafters  and  the  vicious, 
bloated  hag  whose  ribaldry  had  fetched  that 
laughter  ? 

Rochester  shuddered,  and  giving  free  rein  to 
his  sense  of  fantastic  incongruity,  and  losing 
sight  of  everything  but  the  sheer  misfit  and 
abortion  of  nature's  intentions  which  spread 
itself  before  him,  he  launched  forth  into  a 
discourse — a  "  screed  o'  gude  doctrine  " — that 
would  have  done  credit  to  the  archetypal 
missioner  of  Tarsus.  To  Dorset,  standing  on 
the  edge  of  the  crowd,  the  thing  was  the  acme 
of  drollery.  It  was  so  comical,  that,  out  there 
in  the  darkness  the  witty  and  quizzical  young 
nobleman  shook  with  laughter.  Rochester's 
voice,  musical  and  magical,  drove  those  people 
like  the  thong  of  a  cattle  goad.  They  listened 
and  murmured,  sighed,  moaned,  wept  and 
repented.  Psha  !  how  easy  it  is  by  the  play  of 
fanciful  sentiments  and  a  beautiful  voice  to 
mould  the  primitive  passions  for  the  time,  at 
all  events.  Those  unsexed  women  whose  bold 
badinage  had  brought  this  storm  of  magnetic 
rhetoric  upon  themselves  were  the  first  to 
succumb  to  its  influence,  and  were  presently 
seen  crouching  and  howling  like  beaten  animals, 
bewailing  their  crimes  like  so  many  sluttish 
Magdalens.  The  men,  too,  while  undemon- 
strative, showed  their  convictions  first,  by 
silent  attention,  next,  by  mutters  of  approval 
and  gestures  of  assent,  and  finally,  by  sweeping 
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in  a  torrent  round  the  extempore  preacher, 
catching  him  off  his  feet,  hoisting  him  on  their 
shoulders  and  carrying  him  in  triumph  out  of 
the  house — just  as  the  first  grey  streaks 
appeared  in  the  morning  sky. 


XVII 
GOODY  CELLIER 

IT  was  as  well,  perhaps,  that  Rochester's 
congregation  took  the  matter  so  forcibly  into 
its  own  hands,  for  at  the  conclusion  of  his 
impromptu  discourse  something  happened 
which  might  well  have  distracted  his  faculties 
from  the  evangelical  end  he  had,  for  the 
moment,  in  view.  And  you  must  not  suppose 
that  "  Saint  Wilmot  "  was  playing  a  part.  Nor 
was  this  devout  mummery.  No,  at  the  time 
he  said  it,  the  man  meant  what  he  said.  The 
lofty  sentiments — the  heavenly  doctrine  which 
he  gave  to  his  wretched  hearers  were  sentiments 
he  absolutely  felt — doctrine  springing  from  the 
depths  of  his  soul. 

The  fine  actor  feels  his  part  !  the  fine  orator 
feels  the  justice  of  his  cause  !  the  fine  preacher 
knows  that  his  text  is  dumped  on  what  to  him 
is  the  Right  and  Fit.  None  of  these  people 
are  liars  and  frauds.  The  mummer  may  mime 
to  tears  or  laughter.  The  tub-thumper  may 
stump  under  a  black,  white,  or  tartan  standard. 
The  apostle  may  change  the  colour  of  his  coat, 
but  they  are  all  sincere  and  convincing.  If 
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they  did  not  believe  in  themselves  they  would 
fail  to  convince. 

Close  by  the  casks,  in  the  duskiest  part  of  the 
room,  Rochester  caught  sight  of  a  pair  of  eyes 
which  might  have  brought  his  sermon  to  an 
untimely  end  if  the  "  friars  "  about  him  had 
not  anticipated  matters. 

At  the  first  glance,  he  thought  the  eyes  and 
face  belonged  to  the  King.  But  a  steadier 
scrutiny  gave  a  much  younger  man.  Henri 
de  Rohan — he  whose  clothes  Betsy  Malet  was 
wearing. 

Remonstrance  or  resistance  were  useless  in 
the  temper  of  the  Alsatians.  He  had  not 
spared  their  weaknesses  or  the  weaknesses  of 
their  neighbours.  He  had  shown  to  them,  as 
in  a  faithful  mirror,  the  enormity  of  their  ways 
and  the  inevitable  end  of  their  dealings.  He 
had  given  them  death  and  damnation,  woe  and 
corruption  for  their  persistence  in  evil — with 
refuge  and  mercy  and  the  light  of  hope  arising 
from  the  unfettered  deductions  of  the  Pure 
Reason.  They  did  not  understand  half  of  it, 
and  that  was  the  beauty  of  it.  It  sounded  all 
right — forcible  enough  to  strike  these  folk  who 
lived  by  force.  Brilliant  enough — oratorically 
— to  dazzle  people  who  lived,  like  the  owls  and 
bats,  in  the  dark  ;  and  true  enough  to  trouble 
the  women  and  to  stir  the  men.  So,  they 
showed  their  appreciation  after  their  own 
fashion — and  carried  him  shoulder  high  round 
the  'Friars — attended  and  swelled  by  all  the 
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ragged  and  sordid  nightbirds,  gaol  birds,  and 
those  fowl  of  ill-omen  which  constituted  the 
bulk  of  its  population. 

More  than  an  hour  passed  in  this  triumphal 
procession,  and  when  the  successful  "  mission- 
ary "  was  at  last  permitted  to  again  stand  upon 
the  sanded  floor  of  the  "  Crony's  Tryst  "  he 
mentally  gave  thanks  to  his  indurated  stomach 
for  its  ability  to  digest  the  liquid  contents  of 
the  numerous  votive  offerings  with  which  it 
had  been  obliged  to  deal  on  the  route. 

"  'Fore  God  !  the  opening  of  the  session  is 
a  sloth  to  it,"  he  said.  "  I  would  I  could 
prevail  on  my  Lord  Ashley  to  come  and  take 
my  place  on  the  rostrum.  Verily,  I  should 
like  to  see  my  Lord  President  of  the  Cabal 
shouldered  through  the  Cloisters.  Good 
Master  Cellier,  how  many  foreigners  have  you 
in  the  house  ?  " 

"  Wheech,  sare,  mine  own  men — or ?  " 

"No.   Lodgers." 

"  Oh,  ve  'ave — no — I  don't  tink  one." 

"  No  Frenchman  ?  " 

"  I  tink — no.  I  do  not  ask  de  nation  of  my 
guests,  monsieur." 

Rochester  shrugged  and  carelessly  pointed  to 
the  door  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

"  How  many  ways  can  you  get  up  to  the 
room  above  ?  " 
:j$"  Only  so,  monsieur." 

The  Earl  made  no  comment,  but  catching 
hold  of  a  heavy  bench  he  pulled  it  across  the 
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doorway,  wrapped  his  cloak  more  closely  about 
him,  and  stretching  at  full  length  on  the  bench, 
prepared  to  go  to  sleep. 

"  It's  close  on  day,  friend.  I'll  snatch  forty 
winks,  if  you'll  let  me.  Drive  those  blinking 
drawers  to  bed  and  let  there  be  a  spell  of  peace 
on  this  pit  of  Tophet." 

The  Gascon  grinned  and  went  away.  And 
presently,  the  lamps  ceased  to  flare,  and  the 
hoarse  voices  to  hum — the  scuffling  shoes  were 
still — and  Rochester's  spell  of  peace  seemed  to 
have  fallen. 

His  former  seafaring  life  had  made  him  a 
"  periodic  "  sleeper — -light  and  exact.  Pre- 
cisely at  the  time  he  had  intended — six  o'clock 
— he  opened  his  eyes,  and  rose  from  his  hard 
bed,  alert  and  vigilant — the  stress  of  circum- 
stances conquering  the  fumes  of  those  potative 
oblations  which  might  so  sorely  have  distressed 
a  less  seasoned  apostle.  At  the  foot  of  the 
bench  stood  Mistress  Cellier.  The  Earl's 
awakening  had  been  so  quick  and  quiet  that  she 
had  no  time  to  escape — nor  did  she,  in  fact, 
seem  much  inclined  to  do  so. 

He  stood  up  and  shook  his  ruffled  plumage 
into  something  like  order. 
x^"  Why,  Goody,"  he  said  imperturbably,  as 
he  took:  off  the  heavy  cloak  and  made  it 
"  crack  "  to  get  rid  of  the  dust.  "  It  is  to  be 
hoped  you  give  your  customers  more  downy 
couches  than  your  goodman  hath  provided 
for  me." 
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"  Sure,  my  Lord,  the  couch  is  of  your  own 
choosing,  I'm  thinking.  There's  a  better  one 
above  would  serve  you." 

"  'Tis  occupied." 

"  Cannot  two  dogs  hide  in  the  same  hole  ?  " 

"  No,  Goody.  You're  a  fool  to  ask  such  a 
bairn's  question.  Didst  ever  try  to  chain  two 
tykes  on  one  cable  ?  I'm  very  sure  your  trade 
is  not  with  them.  Where's  your  husband  ?  " 

"  He's  abed.  I'll  serve  your  Lordship,  an 
you'll  order  me." 

"  Fetch  me  a  cooling  tankard.  My  throat's 
like  the  earth  in  a  drought." 

She  brought  it,  placed  it  beside  him,  and 
stretched  over  with  her  wonted  lack  of 
ceremony. 

"  I'd  speak  with  you  close  mouthed,  my 
Lord." 

"  Say  on." 

"  There's  trouble  brewing  about  that  strip- 
ling above  us." 

"  How  do  you  know  there's  a  stripling 
above  us  ?  >! 

"  My  husband  told  me." 

"  Your  husband's  a  fool.  His  mouth's  as 
wide  as  a  barn  door." 

"  Blame  not  the  poor  man.  'Tis  not  his 
fault.  Here's  fuss  abroad,  I  say.  Your  Lord- 
ship's lodging  in  the  Strand  hath  gotten  the 
tipstaves  in  it  to  mine  for  the  lad,  and  Master 
Stillingfleet,  your  Lordship's  gentleman,  hath 
been  under  close  interrogatory  and  sorely 
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pressed,  but  nought's  come  on't,  so  far,  as  you 
may  guess — but  that  they've  smelt  a  frolic  in 
the  'Friars.  I  came  home  by  water  and  met 
my  Lord  of  Dorset  on  the  landing  stage  below 
here.  He  hath  taken  French  leave  to  borrow 
your  Lordship's  wherry  to  land  him  at's 
lodging  in  a  more  reputable  quarter.  Sackville 
hath  no  mind  to  a  plank  bed." 

Mistress  Cellier's  tidings  seemed  scarcely 
news  to  Rochester.  With  that  parchment  in 
his  breast,  he  was  prepared  for  anything.  He 
answered  the  last  part  of  the  woman's  speech. 

"  'Tis  no  matter,  tho'  I'll  sort  him  for  it 
presently.  There's  a  way  out  o'  the  Friars 
'sides  the  water.  He  told  you  about  the — 
boy  ?  " 

The  pause  before  the  substantive  was  signi- 
ficant. Rochester  looked  at  her.  She  pursed 
her  lips  and  nodded. 

"  There  are  two  of  that  colour  in  this 
house,"  she  said,  slowly.  "  Which  of  the  two 
figures  on  the  Sheriff's  warrant  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  passed  the  bandogs  as  I  came,  and  they're 
looking  for  one  of  the  Queen's  liveries  'biding 
at  the  '  Crony's  Tryst.'  I  told  you  they  smelt 
the  'Friars.  Chut  !  my  Lord,  we're  none  too 
soon  astir." 

As  she  spoke,  three  men  entered  the  tavern 
and  Rochester  cast  his  cloak  over  his  shoulder. 

The  aspect  of  the  foremost  of  these  caused 
the  Earl  to  draw  up  and  assume  an  expression 
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of  severity  seldom  seen  on  his  versatile  face. 
The  man  was  evidently  no  stranger,  and  his 
recollection  of  his  acquaintance  brought  Ro- 
chester anything  but  palatable  memories. 

He  was  a  big  awkward  man,  loose-jointed  and 
slouching  in  gait,  with  a  large  red  face,  a 
curved  chin  abnormally  lengthened,  a  nose 
having  broad,  flat  nostrils,  great  protruding 
ears  on  which  rested  a  sober  clerical  hat.  He 
had  two  small  eyes,  so  deep-set  and  far  apart 
that  it  was  impossible  to  tell  their  colour  or  to 
be  led  by  their  guidance.  It  was  a  face  once 
seen  not  easily  forgotten,  and  my  Lord 
remembered  it  well,  and  loathingly.  He 
cursorily  glanced  at  the  man's  companions — 
one,  a  tall,  sandy  man  wearing  an  air  of  con- 
scious importance.  The  other  a  small,  active, 
conciliatory  person. 

Rochester  touched  Mistress  Cellier's  arm, 
noiselessly  moved  the  bench  on  which  he 
had  slept,  and  pointed  to  the  door  behind 
him. 

She  opened  it  just  as  noiselessly,  and  in  the 
dim  light  they  both  eluded  the  vigilance  of  the 
three  intruders,  who,  coming  out  of  the  open 
found  the  atmosphere  of  the  "  Crony's  Tryst  " 
too  dark  and  smoky  to  discover  objects  on  the 
moment. 

"  Goody,  where's  the  exit  from  the  chamber 
above  F " 

"  Through  the  door." 

"  There's  another  ?  " 
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"  There  is,  my  Lord,  but  nobody  knows  it 
but  me." 

"  These  warrens  are  made  for  spy.  Where 
does  it  lead  to  ?  " 

The  woman  closed  her  eyes  and  nodded  her 
head. 

"  If  I  aid  your  Lordship  in  this  frolic  what 
am  I  to  get  by  it  ?  " 

"  What  you  please  to  ask,  mistress." 

"  Knowledge  ?  " 

"  What  you  can  pick  up." 

"  Nay,  that's  bad  pay.  Will  your  Lordship 
tell  me  what  it  means  ?  " 

"  Tush,  come  upstairs.  The  respectable 
triumvirate  are  making  noisy  inquiries.  When 
I  know  what  it  means  myself,  'twill  most  like 
be  common  property.  I'll  tell  you  what  to  do, 
Goody,  or  rather,  first,  I'll  tell  you  what  not  to 
do.  Let  neither  of  the  Queen's  liveries  now 
'biding  in  the  Tryst  fall  nigh  these  men — for, 
if  you  do,  my  bonnie  sugarbroker,  there'll  be 
as  ugly  and  bloody  a  war  in  this  land  of  England 
as  ever  beggared  your  trade.  Show  me  the 
road  hence  through  yonder  room.  See  that 
your  goodman's  lodger — the  Frenchman  from 
the  Queen's  lodging — is  in  secret  keeping — and 
then,  set  hue  and  cry  in  the  'Friars  against  the 
sharks — especial  he  whose  head  hath  ope'd 
itself  so  justly  that  the  cavern  slits  his  face  in 
twain.  The  other  two  will  give  the  goodly 
provincials  leg  bail,  I'll  warrant  me." 

Mistress  Cellier,   on  some  sudden  impulse. 
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turned  and  led  the  way  to  the  upper  room, 
laughing  a  fat  chuckle  and  throwing  her  words 
over  her  ample  shoulder. 

"  Why,  that's  Master  Oates,  my  Lord.  He 
hath  sworn  to  have  your  blood.  Marry,  I've 
heard  him  say  he'll  cut  your  tongue  out  by  the 
roots,  for  'tis  that  member  in  your  conglomerate 
hath  affronted  him." 

"  Aye,  how's  that  ?  " 

"  You  have  stolen  his  pulpit.  There  was  a 
time  when  he  alone  could  make  the  people  of 
Alsatia  hearken  to  his  ranting.  Nor  hath  he 
ever  roused  them  to  the  pitch  you  did  last 
night.  I'd  have  given  the  goodly  hoard  of  that 
old  rascal,  Claud,  to  have  seen  your  Lordship 
shouldered  thro'  the  Province." 

"  I  daresay.  I  mind  me  well  when  Titus 
Oates  was  ironed  in  my  ship  for  what  will  not 
stand  daylight  even  in  Alsatia.  Hast  gotten 
the  key  ?  " 

The  woman  produced  it,  nor  did  she  choose 
to  say  how  she  had  got  it — nor  did  Rochester 
ask.  Making  her  a  quick  sign  to  comply  with 
his  injunctions  he  inserted  it  in  the  keyhole, 
unlocked  the  door,  and  without  ceremony 
entered  the  room. 

The  Queen's  messenger  stood  before  him — 
pale  and  wan  in  the  misty  morning's  grey.  Her 
first  impulse  was  feminine,  natural  and 
indignant. 

"  My  Lord,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  " 

Rochester  had  made  up  his  mind  to  keep  up 


GOODY  CELLIER  159 

the  comedy  between  them  until  danger  had 
passed.  There  was  no  time  for  explanation — 
less  for  womanly  coyness  or  reserve — and  the 
opportunity  for  a  lover's  protestations  was 
certainly  not  now — or  here. 

He  put  his  finger  to  his  lips  and  beckoned 
to  the  victualler's  wife. 

"  Come  on,  Goody.  The  gentlemen  below 
are  on  our  heels." 

She  crossed  the  room  and  touching  a  wooden 
plank  beside  the  mantel,  pushed  it  inward — 
disclosing  an  opening  leading  apparently  into 
a  wide  and  dusty  garret. 

"  Follow  me,  my  Lord,"  she  said,  "  there's 
a  stairway  yonder  out  o'  this  by  a  door  that's 
lost  in  the  wooden  wall  which  leads  down  to 
Master  Pargiter's,  the  lute  maker's.  He  does  not 
know  of  it,  altho'  he  knows  his  shed  is  part 
o'  the  '  Crony's  Tryst,'  or  was,  time  agone. 
We'll  give  the  knave  a  surprise  visit,  betimes." 

She  entered  the  opening  and  crossed  the 
garret. 

Rochester  turned  and  held  out  his  hand. 

"  Come,  young  sir,"  he  said.  "  You've 
slept  well  and  long.  I  crave  your  pardon  for 
this  rough  awakening,  but  a  warrant  with 
Master  Sheriff  Waller's  name  on  it  is  a  morning 
draught  that's  like  to  choke  one  if  one  stays  to 
swallow  it — or  to  ask  what's  made  of." 


XVIII 
WHITEHALL 

HAD  most  of  the  chroniclers  of  his  "  merry  " 
Majesty  King  Charles  the  Second  caught  a 
glimpse  of  him  on  the  day  after  Henri  de 
Rohan's  disappearance  from  Somerset  House 
they  might  have  been  inclined  to  do  what  our 
whimsical  and  erudite  friend,  John  Wilmot 
himself,  did  later.  They  would  have  destroyed 
their  manuscripts.  The  otiose  enslaver  of 
women  !  The  easy-going,  improvident  pro- 
fligate !  Where  was  he  ?  Not  here  in  this 
dark,  saturnine,  hard-featured  man,  surely.  A 
king  who  loved  money  like  his  predecessor  the 
seventh  Henry  of  England.  A  king  who  loved 
women  like  his  grandfather  the  fourth  Henry 
of  France.  And,  a  king  who,  above  all,  loved 
his  own  way  as  well  as  any  tyrant  of  them  all. 
And,  who  got  it,  look  you,  in  spite  of  plots  and 
snares,  slander  and  suffrage,  force  or  Forum.  A 
glance  at  the  man's  face — the  strong,  irregular 
features,  the  stern,  sensual  mouth  with  its 
protruding  lower  lip,  the  lustreless,  cannel-coal 
eye,  indicative  of  unimagined  strength  and 
almost  aboriginal  passions  and  wariness,  the 
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easy  grace  of  the  figure,  the  facile  turn  of  limb, 
the  firm,  undeviating  tread — all  these  traits 
and  habits  give  the  lie  to  the  gossip-mongers 
and  story-tellers. 

Sir  William  Waller  had  put  the  thing 
pithily  enough  in  Lord  Hawley  of  Dona- 
more's  library  that  day.  The  second  Charles 
had  no  cause  to  love  the  English  people. 
They  had  murdered  his  father — or,  flaccid 
and  supine,  had  seen  it  done.  They  had 
banished  himself,  a  pauper  and  a  wanderer. 
They  had  called  him  back  at  their  pleasure  and 
when  their  experiment  in  "  socialism  "  had 
proved  itself  inept  and  unfit,  and  their  behaviour 
during  his  reign  was  volcanic  and  unruly.  He 
was  half  a  Frenchman.  France  had  received 
and  sheltered  him.  France  had  supplied  him 
with  means  when  his  treasurers  grudged  and 
made  humiliating  conditions.  France  had 
befriended  him  all  along  the  line,  even  to 
raising  its  voice  in  protest  against  a  marriage 
which  had  brought  him  nought  but  misery  and 
disappointment.  For  the  Queen,  though  she 
has  been  pitied,  scarcely  merits  it,  for  she  was 
less  than  mediocre,  vain  and  void — a  woman 
who  let  go  the  tow  rope  at  the  first  bluster  of 
the  wind — gave  herself  up  to  amusement  and 
gaiety,  and  stands  conspicuous  to  the  judicial 
historian  as  a  Woman  who  Failed. 

Charles  patrolled  his  closet  at  Whitehall  in 
irregular,  uneven  steps.  The  unruffled  serenity 
of  expression  which  he  cultivated  as  a  blind 
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was  broken  up.  He  bit  his  lower  lip  and  let 
queer  glances  flicker  out  of  his  black  eyes — 
glances  boding  evil  to  somebody.  As  he 
turned  on  his  heel  he  remembered  that  he  was 
not  alone,  and  recovered  his  customary  inscru- 
tability of  manner. 

The  other  person  in  the  room  was  Dorset. 

"  Tell  me  again  what  happened.  You  met, 
in  Rochester's  chamber — a  page  in  the  Queen's 
livery — a  deaf  mute.  What  like  was  this 
page  ?  " 

"  Sire,  the  light  in  the  room  came  from  the 
fire  and  a  single  taper.  So,  mine  eyesight  was 
little  helped  by  circumstance.  But  the  lad 
looked  well  favoured  and  intelligent." 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  any  one  like  him  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,  the  glance  at  the  face  struck  me 
as  familiar — but  where  I've  met  the  other  I 
cannot  tell." 

The  King  went  close  to  him. 

"  Charlie,  was  it  a  boy  at  all  ?  " 

"  Sir — I  "  Dorset  stopped.  He  re- 
called Rochester's  unwonted  solicitude  regard- 
ing his  new  page.  He  had  not  thought  of  this 
possible  explanation  which  the  King  suggested. 

Charles  held  forth  his  hand,  and  pointed  his 
speech  with  the  linger  of  the  other  striking 
its  palm. 

"  Look  you  hither,  Charles  Sackville.  Here's 
a  merry  loping  from  her  Majesty's  lodging.  A 
favourite  page  hath  vanished — heaven  knows 
where — since  yesternight.  But  before  his 
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absence  had  been  discovered — there's  another — 
a  goodly  gentlewoman  of  spotless  repute — non 
est,  and  vanished  too.  Here's  Hawley  making 
hue  and  cry  about  his  granddaughter  and 
wanting  warrants  to  search  my  Lord  of 
Rochester's  domain,  and  here  are  you  to  tell 
me  that  that  same  dear  good-for-nought  hath 
gotten  a  new  page,  who's  wearing  old  Kate's 
livery,  and  can  neither  speak  nor  hear  when 
you  bid  or  chide,  and  whom  that  senseless  dolt 
of  a  Wilmot  hath  taken  to  Whitefriars.  Why 
hath  he  taken  such  a  useless  brat  to  Alsatia  ?  " 

"  Sir,  I  have  no  means  of  knowing." 

The  King  took  to  and  fro  again. 

"  I  would  I  had  come  on  him  in  that  bed- 
room !  I'll  warrant  I'd  have  mended  both 
tongue  and  hearing  of  yonder  page.  Well, 
what  now  ?  " 

The  door  opened.  Two  gentlemen  entered 
to  stand  either  side  its  entrance  in  profound 
obeisance  while  between  them  bustled  the 
round  and  fussy,  something  overdressed  figure 
of  Queen  Katherine. 

Her  eyes  were  red.  Her  cheeks  were  white 
beneath  the  rouge  she  plastered  on  them.  Her 
vermilioned  lips  were  quivering  now,  and  her 
whole  attitude  and  fidgety  ways  showed  great 
perturbation  of  spirit. 

"  Why,  Kate,  what's  this  ?  "  demanded 
Charles. 

"  I  want  to  speak  to  you.  Send  my  Lord 
Dorset  away,"  said  the  Queen. 
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Katharine  was  gauche  and  shy.  Her  speech 
sometimes  direct  to  offence.  Her  manners 
uneasy  and  restless.  A  striking  contrast  to  the 
perfect  politeness  and  subtle  courtesy  of  her 
husband.  He  turned — half  smilingly — to 
Dorset,  who  retired. 

"  I  shall  want  you,  presently,  Charlie," 
called  out  his  Majesty  as  the  door  shut 
on  Sackville.  "  Now,  Kate,  what's  the 
matter  ?  " 

But  her  Majesty  seemed  to  find  great 
difficulty  in  telling  King  Charles  the  cause  of 
her  obvious  disquiet  and  unlocked  for  visitation 
— for  she  seldom  intruded  on  her  spouse's 
privacy.  She  sobbed  and  sighed  and  gave 
vent  to  pious  ejaculations — all  of  which  tried 
the  royal  patience.  At  length,  she  swallowed 
her  tears  and  her  breath,  and  blurted  out  the 
story  of  last  evening's  happenings. 

"  I  know  riot  how  it  is,"  she  wound  up, 
"  unless  there  be  witchcraft  in't.  I  handed 
the  scroll  you  gave  me  to  guard,  to  him  who 
hath  the  right  to't  and  sent  him  to  my  Lord 
of  Rochester's.  And  later — in  half  an  hour — 
he  comes  into  my  chamber  and  declared  he 
ne'er  had  been  to  me  and  that  he  knew  nought 
about  the  paper.  Whereupon  I  gave  him  a 
good  rating  for  playing  me  a  scurvy  trick,  for, 
troth,  I  did  not  believe  him  when  he  said  he'd 
not  been  near  me  ;  seeing  he  had  spoken  and 
had  taken  the  parchment  from  my  hand.  He 
left  my  room  in  anger  like  your  own,  and  none 
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of  us  have  seen  him  since.  'Tis  devilry,  I'm 
thinking." 

"  Now,  Kit,  that's  nonsense — all  on't — and 
your  witchcraft's  neither  chip  nor  porridge. 
When  was  Bess  Malet  missed  ?  " 

"  Sure,  at  that  time.  When  I  would  go  to 
bed  I  called  my  maids  as  is  my  custom,  and  lo  ! 
she  was  not  there.  Bet  Hamilton,  her  gossip, 
had  last  seen  her  in  the  garden  chamber  and 
had  left  her  there.  One  had  met  him  on  his 
road  thither,  and  saying  so,  we  sent  for  him, 
but  he  could  not  be  found  for  high  and  low 
search — nor  she  neither.  So  then,  I  sent  to 
your  Majesty  post  at  near  ten  o'clock  at  night — 
and  you  did  think  so  ill  on't  as  to  rouse  our 
brother  York  through  my  Lord  Treasurer 
Danby." 

"  That's  so.  The  boy — like  the  Scottish 
Chief — hath  murdered  sleep  for  all  of  us.  But 
still,  my  woman,  'tis  silly  to  sit  still  and  wail. 
What's  this  I  hear  of  this  young  man's  passion 
for  Betsy  Malet  ?  " 

"  E  vero  !  'tis  true.  He  sayeth  he'll  marry 
her  or  none.  And  if  he  cannot  have  her  he'll 
go  back  to  France  and  take  the  cassock  of  a 
Jesuit." 

"  What !  !  !  " 

"  Ay  Deos  !  I  wish  your  Majesty  would  not 
affright  me  so  !  My  heart  is  in  so  crude  a  state 
that  less  than  such  a  bawl  might  put  a  stop  to 
it  altogether." 

"  Go   to  !   go  to  !  dear  wench,  your  heart's 
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all  right.  An  your  head  swayed  as  regular 
things  might  go  easy  eno'.  What  hast  thou 
done  in  this  ?  ': 

"  She  is  a  good  girl — and  decent  born.  As 
good  or  better  than  Clarendon's  girl.  He  is 
so  like  yourself  that  I  have  thought  it  best 
to  further  things  his  way,  and  Father  Colom- 
bier " 

"  That  meddling  Jesuit  who  peddles  for  my 
brother  James." 

"  Now,  Charles,  you  do  the  holy  man 
injustice.  He  is  a  saint — if  ever  saint 
existed " 

"  As  much  a  saint  as  Wilmot — as  deserving 
of  the  title — go  on  !  go  on  !  " 

"  I  can't  when  you  keep  saying  things  you 
know  will  set  me  agley." 

"  Oh,  Kit,  I  pray  you  put  that  kerchief  from 
your  eyes  and  tell  me  straight  how  far  this 
matter's  gone." 

"  I  do  not  know.  I  would  have  said — only 
your  Majesty  will  hinder — that  the  good  and 
virtuous  Father  Colombier  talked  with  Mistress 
Malet  seriously  anent  her  infatuation  of  my 
Lord  of  Rochester.  And  from  the  fall  of 
things  'twould  seem  as  if  he'd  cleared  the  path 
for  this  dear  lad.  For  they  were  oftentimes 
together.  And  she  seemed  always  kind  to  him 
and " 

"  When  were  they  last  together  ?  " 

"  If  he  who  met  him  going  to  the  Garden 
Chamber  sayeth  true — why — yesternight." 
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"  Kate,  dost  them  remember  Master 
Dryden's  masque  of  May  he  gave  us  in  the 
spring  when  my  dear  sister  Henriette  was 
here  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do." 

"  Dost  recall  how  well  that  same  Elizabeth 
Malet  looked  as  a  dashing  cavalier — so  well  that 
poor  Nelly  wept  with  sheer  vexation,  for  the 
gipsy  had  outdone  her  in  her  own  peculiar  line." 

"  I  remember." 

"  Now,  I'll  read  this  riddle.  Your  Jesuit 
hath  told  her  lies.  If  he  hath  ends  to  serve 
he'd  justify  them  to  a  virtue.  She's  found 
them  out  somehow,  and  in  very  wilfulness 
hath  borrowed  the  garb  of  your  waiting  gentle- 
man, and  fled  to  Rochester." 

"  Elizabeth  Malet !  to  flee  to  a  man  !  and 
such  a  man  !  " 

"  God's  fish,  madam  !  John  of  Oxford 
thinks  of  this  same  wench  as  I  once  thought  of 
you.  'Tis  folly,  to  be  sure,  but  we  are  so 
constructed  that  we  all  cry  *  credo '  of  one 
woman  until  she  shows  us  how  vain  is  our 
idolatry.  Go,  Kate,  I'll  land  this  cargo." 

The  bitterness  of  his  speech  was  lost  upon 
the  Queen.  She  had  been  so  brought  up  that 
the  onerous  duties  of  marriage  seemed  to  her 
an  evil  embargo  upon  the  nature  of  woman. 
The  curse  of  Eden.  The  amorous  advances 
which  her  husband  had  shown — the  dutiful 
love  which  he  had  all  a  mind  to  give  her  long 
ago — had  met  no  answering  sympathy  from 
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this  Portuguese  girl  sunk  in  a  narrow-minded, 
one-sided,  cloistral  training.  She  had  repelled 
and  rebuked  him — not  in  maidenly  shyness  or 
feminine  modesty  with  an  answering  love  at 
the  back  of  it — but  with  sheer  disgust  and 
dislike  educed  by  an  education  amidst  people 
who  regarded  the  processes  of  nature  as 
criminal  and  sinful. 

This  was  the  true  reason  of  the  "  split  " 
betwixt  Charles  and  his  consort.  The  attitude 
of  the  Queen  and  the  outraged  pride  of  the 
King  brought  about  its  inevitable  result.  She 
would  have  undone  it  after,  if  she  could,  but  it 
was  too  late.  Charles's  feelings  had  undergone 
so  strong  a  revulsion  that  her  weak  hand  could 
not  right  the  devastation  of  this  moral  earth- 
quake. Katherine  of  Braganza  had  killed  him. 
And  she  was  never  able  to  see  the  work  of  her 
hand.  She  did  not  see  it  now,  and  so,  his  hard 
speech  passed  unheeded  and  her  Majesty 
hunted  for  her  handkerchief  and  her  phial  of 
volatile  salts  in  dense  unconsciousness  of  any 
moral  detriment  on  her  side,  as  she  prepared 
to  rise  and  leave  him  ;  none  too  sorry  to  get 
away  from  those  coal-black  eyes  and  that 
double-edged  tongue.  His  Majesty  was  the 
proverb  of  a  courtly  gentleman.  However  he 
might  trample  Katherine's  rights  and  privileges 
as  a  queen  and  spouse  he  was  always  the  acme 
of  politeness  to  her — in  public  and  in  private. 
He  was  too  well-bred  to  bicker.  If  things 
displeased  him,  his  pride  kept  silence — and 
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acted.  Queen  Katherine  was  too  stupid  to 
mould  these  very  traits  of  good  in  the  man, 
and  that  haughty  reserve  which  took  slights 
and  injuries  in  an  unpardoning  quiet,  frightened 
her.  So,  these  poor  people  were,  to  the  last 
day  of  their  wretched  existence  together,  as 
much  strangers  as  if  they  had  never  met  on 
that  chill  October  morning  at  the  loyal  town- 
ship of  Portsmouth. 

He  escorted  her  with  all  his  customary  grace 
and  courtesy  to  where  her  women  awaited  her. 
She  was  still  fumbling  for  her  smelling  bottle, 
and  dabbing  her  round  face  with  that  well 
damped  kerchief. 

One  of  the  ladies  was  the  Duchess  of  Buck- 
ingham. Katherine  curtsied  to  the  King — 
took  the  Duchess's  arm,  and  ambled  away  as 
quickly  as  she  could. 

He  turned  on  his  heel,  and  felt  his  arm 
pulled  unceremoniously,  and  looking  down  met 
the  large,  lustrous  eyes  of  the  French  maid 
of  honour. 

"  Ah,  sweetheart  !  where  were  you  last  night 
while  this  breeze  was  blowing  ?  " 

"  Sure,  sire,  when  there's  hurricane  I  turn 
to  find  the  quarter  of  the  wind." 

"  Now,  that's  my  clever  bebe.  Why  are 
they  not  all  so  quick  of  wit  as  my  mignonne  ? 
What  is  it,  chuck  ?  " 

"  Please  your  Majesty,  I  have  a  waiting 
woman " 

"  And  a  waiting  man,  too,  ma  mie — myself." 
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"  Go  to  !  I  mean  a  tirewoman." 

"  Aye  ?  " 

"  She  is  a  person  who  goes  about — and 
sees — and  knows — many  things.  A  wondrous 
stock  of  knowledge  she  hath,  surely.  And 
she  hath  seen  these  truants — both — this  morn- 
ing." 

"Indeed?    Where?" 

"  In  the  *  Crony's  Tryst ' — wherever  that 
may  be." 

The  little  dialogue  was  carried  on  in  French, 
and  Mademoiselle's  pronunciation  of  the  name 
of  the  tavern  was  so  curious  that  for  some  time 
Charles  could  not  catch  her  meaning.  Pre- 
sently, it  struck  him,  and  he  gave  vent  to  an 
ejaculation  of  surprise. 

"  Who  is  your  woman,  Louise  ?  " 

"  Bah,  what  does  that  matter  so  she  find 
these  things  you  lost  ?  She  is  a  creature  of  my 
Lord  of  Rochester's  who  knows  how  to  pay 
his  debts  to  your  Majesty — but  who  does  not 
know  how  many  faces  a  woman  may  have  for 
her  commerce." 

"  No,  nor  do  I,"  muttered  the  King.  "  Is 
she  trustworthy  ?  " 

"  Like  myself." 

Charles  made  no  verbal  answer,  but,  stoop- 
ing, kissed  Mademoiselle's  hand,  and  watched 
her  with  a  somewhat  perplexed  expression  as 
she  turned  away  to  join  the  two  little  dumpy 
figures  in  the  distance — and  retracing  his  steps 
with  bent,  ruminative  head — patrolled  the 
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room  as  was  his  wont  when  disturbed — until  he 
re-summoned  Dorset. 

"  Charlie,"  he  said,  when  the  Earl  again 
stood  before  him.  "  When  the  shades  are 
falling,  you  and  I  will  drop  down  the  river  as 
far  as  Alsatia.  I've  a  mind  to  join  the  Green 
Ribbon  Club  that  meets  to-night  at  the 
*  Crony's  Tryst.'  " 


XIX 
BIRDS  OF  A  FEATHER 

THAT  same  evening,  the  King  and  Dorset, 
meanly  dressed  and  shrouded  in  heavy  disguis- 
ing mantles,  took  boat  at  Whitehall  stairs  and, 
as  Charles  had  said,  dropped  obscurely  down 
the  river  as  far  as  Alsatia.  His  ubiquitous 
Majesty  knew  Whitefriars  well.  It  was  his 
great  delight  to  ramble — unincumbered  and 
unattended — save  by  one  or  two  chosen  friends, 
in  the  sordid  purlieus  of  this  objectionable 
corner  of  his  kingdom.  The  "  Crony's  Tryst  " 
was  well-known  to  this  royal  tramp,  and  many 
a  time  the  majesty  of  England  had  been  sunk 
to  the  level  of,  and  indeed,  beneath  the  oaken 
table,  under  its  demoralizing  roof. 

Although  the  time  was  barely  dusk  upon 
more  open  places,  in  these  miry  shut-in  )anes 
and  alleys  night  had  already  fallen.  The  two 
Charleses  took  their  way  through  the  narrow 
paths — picking  it  warily  over  the  heaps  of 
garbage  in  the  kennel — like  accustomed  freed- 
men  of  the  Province.  If  a  chance  remark  was 
thrown  at  them  by  the  lounging  rufflers  or  the 
wretched  women  they  met  upon  their  route, 
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both  were  able  to  throw  back  a  counter  query 
or  comment  in  the  thieves'  jargon  of  the 
place. 

On  reaching  Claud  Cellier's  domicile  they 
were  struck  by  the  number  of  loafers  gathered 
near  it.  The  refuse  of  the  'Friars  seemed 
congregated  round  its  sunken  portals.  Dorset, 
too,  remarked  that  the  women  looked  appre- 
hensive, and  neither  so  sullen  nor  so  aggressive 
as  was  their  wont  in  this  elysium. 

It  was  no  easy  matter  to  gain  admittance  to 
the  tavern  through  this  human  impedimenta, 
for  the  careful  Gascon  kept  a  sharp  look-out 
and  seemed  disinclined  to  do  much  retail  trade 
in  his  house  to-night.  The  door  was  opened 
for  and  shut  upon  the  King  and  Dorset  by  a 
burly  drawer  who  eyed  the  loiterers  outside 
with  strong  disfavour. 

"  What's  in  the  air,  friend  ?  "  asked  Charles. 

The  man  shrugged  and  answered  in  a  harsh 
guttural  : 

"  Dey  'ave  got  a  crow  to  pluck  vid  dat  young 
bawler  who  come  last  night.  Dey  vait  for  'im." 

"  Why  are  they  waiting  for  him  ?  What's 
the  colour  of  the  crow  ?  " 

The  fellow  laughed. 

"  Black  as  ink.  'Tis  de  affair  of  de  autem 
bawler*  who  used  to  chirrup  f  here  before  'e 
came.  'E  says  'e  'as  taken  'is  livin'  out  of  'is 
mout'  and  dat  'e  is  goin'  to  trash  'im." 

The  man  turned  away  without  ceremony, 

*  Old  parson.  t  Preach. 
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and  the  King,  who  knew  the  ways  of  the  place, 
walked  through  the  open  bar  of  the  inn — 
pushed  inward  a  dirty  baize-covered  door — 
strode  familiarly  down  a  narrow,  dark  corridor, 
and  up  a  creaking  flight  of  stairs,  and  entered 
a  large  low-raftered  room  whose  bow  windows 
opened  on  to  a  crazy  wooden  balcony  bulking 
dangerously  over  the  street.  This  room  was 
lighted  to  an  atmosphere  of  mystery  by  the  few 
smoky  lamps  swinging  from  its  roof — a  mystery 
which  might  have  been  heightened  to  a  stranger 
by  the  motley  nature  and  mixed  status  of  the 
conference  sitting  under  their  glare. 

The  Green  Ribbon  Club  *  needs  no  elucida- 
tion here.  It  is  an  historical  monument  of  the 
strange  political  practices  of  that  time,  being, 
as  it  was,  the  sponsor  and  forerunner  of  all  the 
red  rag  assemblies  of  any  subsequent  date. 
Out  of  the  womb  of  the  Green  Ribbon  Club 
came  all  the  measures  to  mould  the  after 
England.  Its  members,  patrons  and  adherents 
numbered  nearly  all  the  active  party  men  of 
contemporary  political  economy.  In  this 
witches'  stewpot  of  incipient  radicalism  were 
cooked  the  revolution,  the  faction  strife  of 
Whig  and  Tory,  the  destruction  of  the  old 
religious  ascendancy,  the  birth  of  liberalism, 
the  death  and  extinction  of  the  England  of 
"  fine  gentlemen."  There,  two  hundred  years 
ago,  the  foetus  was  generated  of  an  England  of 

*  This  Club  had  its  real  quarters  in  Chancery  Lane  at  the 
Sign  of  the  King's  Head. 
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hustlers  and  "  johnnies,"  of  the  aliens,  braggarts 
and  "  bounders  "  of  to-day,  the  canker  and  dry 
rot  of  the  land. 

Those  dim  flickering  lamps  shone  on  the 
Destiny  of  England,  and  on  the  Fate  of  the 
dynasty  represented  by  the  muffled  figure 
standing  in  the  doorway  of  the  room.  He  took 
no  heed  of  its  occupants,  and  no  one  recognised 
him.  It  was  very  usual  for  people  to  come  to 
this  place  and  keep  in  the  dark  with  hidden  or 
masked  faces. 

He  skirted  its  wall  until  he  encountered  the 
victualler  himself,  of  whom  he  was  in  search. 

"  Come  outside,  friend.    I  want  you." 

Claud  Cellier  half  turned  his  head  to  catch 
a  one-sided  glimpse  of  the  speaker. 

Then  he  answered  in  French  : 

"  Why  do  you  not  stay  in  the  room  yonder  ? 
I  told  you  to  wait  until  nightfall.  It  is  yet  too 
early  for  you  to  go  abroad.  The  hawks  are 
still  hovering,  for  though  we  got  quit  of  two 
of  them  this  morning,  the  third  and  worst  is 
smelling  round  your  roost.  You  must  stay 
close  until  I  have  got  him  under  cover." 

"  For  whom  do  you  take  me  ?  "  inquired  the 
King  in  the  same  language. 

The  Gascon  veered  round  completely. 

"  Nom  de  Dieu  !  I  thought  you  were  a 
lodger  of  mine  who  is  '  drinking  the  waters  for 
the  benefit  of  his  health,'  "  Master  Cellier 
grinned.  "  What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

"  Bring  me  to  that  same  lodger,  friend." 
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"  'Tis  impossible." 

"  It  must  be." 

"  He  is  in  hiding." 

"  He  cannot  hide  from  me." 

"  This  morning  three  men — bailiffs  of  the 
sheriff — searched  the  house  for  him  and  the 
other,  but  they  found  neither,  and  had  to  cut 
it  fine  to  escape  from  the  clutches  of  the  'Friars 
with  whole  skins.  I  cannot  think  what  has 
become  of  the  other — the  sleepy  head  that  the 
bully  chirruper  fetched  with  him — or  the  bully 
chirruper  either." 

This  last  remark  was  in  self-communion. 

"  But  you  know  where  you  have  hidden  your 
lodger,  and  it  will  be  well,  friend,  for  your 
head  and  your  pocket,  if  you  bring  me  to 
him." 

Master  Cellier  shook  the  first  and  thrust 
his  hand  in  the  last,  and  spoke  in  English. 
He  always  did  when  he  fell  into  a  fit  of 
obstinacy. 

"  Sare,  dat  young  man  is  some-ting.  Vat 
gage  'ave  you  dat  you  are  'is  friend  ?  " 

Before  the  King  could  reply  a  sudden  uproar 
rose  from  below.  Cellier  ran  to  the  window 
and  threw  out  one  of  its  diamond-paned 
divisions.  Presently,  he  returned  wringing  his 
hands  and  swearing  eccentric  oaths  in  his 
native  tongue. 

"  By  the  Holy  Wind,  he  has  got  out  after  all. 
I  bade  him  stay  until  all  was  safe.  Mordieu, 
if  he  gets  into  trouble  it  will  not  be  my  fault. 
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You  want  to  see  my  lodger,  sir.  There  he 
is  down  below  picking  a  quarrel  with  the 
bully  chirruper  himself.  And  —  and  —  Holy 
Wind  !  there's  the  sleepy  head  close  behind. 
Now,  where  have  they  been  hiding  all  this 
time  ?  " 


M 


XX 
THE  ACTS  OF  SAINT  WILMOT 

FROM  beneath  the  lop  of  his  broad-brimmed 
hat  the  King  scanned,  furtively  and  closely,  the 
faces  of  those  in  the  room.  It  was  but  the 
survey  of  a  second  but  it  sufficed  for  Charles, 
to  whom  many  of  its  occupants  were  no 
strangers.  Before  he  followed  the  Gascon,  he 
laid  his  hand  on  Dorset's  arm. 

"  Stay  here,"  he  whispered,  "  unless  you  see 
me  taken  in  a  tight  corner.  I'd  sort  those 
sparks  below  to  my  own  liking." 

He  left  the  Earl,  and  going  downstairs  alone, 
shouldered  his  way  through  the  loungers  and 
drawers  in  the  "  ken  " — as  the  provincials 
called  it — into  the  street. 

He  found  his  view  of  the  principals  in  this 
pavement  drama  impeded  by  a  stout  woman 
swathed  in  a  dark  cloth  cloak  and  hood.  She 
kept  persistently  between  him  and  the  two 
men  who  were  having  a  lively  argument  in  the 
centre  of  the  more  or  less  approving  crowd — 
hovering  affectionately  near  one  of  the  dis- 
putants. The  atmosphere  in  the  happy  valley 
was  so  dense,  thick  and  murky  from  the  rising 
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river  fog  that  the  flaming  pitch  torches  carried 
by  many  of  the  rabble  threw  a  darkness  black 
as  midnight  upon  the  surroundings,  and  a 
ghastly,  grotesque  glare  upon  the  immediate 
proceedings. 

From  his  closer  position,  the  King  saw  that 
the  two  participators  in  this  public  movement 
were  masked  so  effectually  that  no  trace  of 
their  identity  escaped.  So  was  the  being  whom 
Cellier  had  styled  the  "  sleepy-head,"  who 
stood  behind.  Such  disguise  was  unnecessary 
to  Charles,  however,  for — muffled  as  he  was, 
with  his  rich  curls  caught  closely  in  an  ugly 
hood,  his  elegances  hidden  by  the  clumsy 
cloak — the  King  knew  Rochester  by  the  peculiar 
turn  of  his  hand  and  the  inflexion  of  his  voice. 
So,  too,  with  the  other  who  wore  no  hood,  and 
whose  gorgeous  dress  was  covered  by  a  dark 
blue  wrap. 

Charles's  eyes  wandered  over  the  figure  of  the 
person  behind — caught  the  silky  dark  hair — the 
pose  of  the  swathed  form  ;  so  eager  and  alert ; 
and,  more  than  all,  the  white,  delicate  hand — 
no  man's — not  even  a  young  one's.  He  smiled 
and  pressed  gently  but  firmly  through  the 
crowd  until  he  stood  beside  Rochester — facing 
the  Earl's  opponent. 

They  were  quarrelling  in  French — much  to 
the  disgust  of  their  audience,  which  strongly 
objected  to  being  held  in  ignorance  of  the 
casus  belli.  Also,  both  young  men  gabbled 
away  in  a  momentous  undertone  as  if  they  were 
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alone  in  the  solitary  Bloomsbury  Fields.  As 
the  King  drew  near,  the  dispute  reached  its 
climax,  and  simultaneously  both  swords  leaped 
from  their  scabbards  and  crossed.  The  masked 
onlooker  uttered  a  strange  cry — half  sob,  half 
remonstrance,  half  scream — and  flung  impet- 
uously between  them  ;  while  Charles's  own 
sword  caught  the  two  blades  and  dexterously 
knocked  the  points  up. 

"  Wilmot !  "  he  whispered  with  an  earnest- 
ness that  made  the  whisper  more  effective  than 
a  shout.  "  If  you  carry  this  on — all's  over 
between  you  and  me." 

The  Earl  swung  his  interfering  page  out  of 
danger  and  turned  to  Charles  with  a  marvellous 
serenity. 

"  It  is  not  my  seeking,  sir.  The  squabble 
was  forced  on  me." 

Charles  straightened  himself,  and  turning, 
took  a  pitch  brand  from  the  grasp  of  the 
Gascon,  who  stood  behind  him,  and  quickly 
waved  it  between  his  own  face  and  that  of 
Rochester's  foe. 

"  What  do  you  do  here  ?  "  he  demanded 
harshly. 

The  young  man  dropped  the  point  of  his 
sword,  and  hung  his  head — sullenly — in  an 
obstinate  silence. 

"  Get  hence,  and  thank  God  if  you  escape 
this  Inferno  with  a  whole  skin.  No,  not  that 
way.  With  me." 

The  other  was  turning  towards  the  inn,  and 
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already  the  fat  woman's  hand  was  laid  on  his 
sleeve. 

"  There  never  was  such  peril  to  the  Country 
before  to-night,"  muttered  Rochester. 

The  King  had  gotten  his  opponent  by  the 
arm — to  the  unwonted  abashment  and  dis- 
comfiture of  the  female,  who  fell  back  ;  and 
had  turned  those  sinister  black  eyes  of  his  on 
Rochester — when  a  turmoil  sounded  in  their 
ears — farther  off  than  the  Crony's  Alley,  but 
coming  quickly  upon  them.  Shouts,  laughter 
— hoarse  and  savage — noisy  argument,  pitched 
high  in  the  inevitable  women's  shrill  voices,  the 
tramp  of  many  people.  Again,  the  soughing 
of  the  wind  and  the  surging  of  the  sea  once 
more  round  the  "  Crony's  Tryst." 

The  first  person  to  come  within  the  splashes 
of  light  cast  by  the  torches  was  the  big  bully 
who  had  spoken  to  Rochester  the  night  before. 
After  him,  a  podgy,  pimply-faced  man  wearing 
a  green  shade  over  one  eye.  This  was  Pargiter, 
the  lute  maker,  upon  whom  the  Earl  and  his 
companion  had  mysteriously  descended  during 
the  morning.  As  he  saw  him  coming  and 
glanced  at  his  company,  Wilmot  repented  a 
certain  racial  generosity  which  had  perhaps 
inflamed  those  pimples  on  his  face,  and  loosened 
his  tongue  to  the  refugee's  apparent  undoing. 
It  could  not  be  helped  now.  He  shrugged,  and 
with  open  hand  thrust  the  Queen's  messenger 
behind  him,  gripping  his  sword  as  he  saw 
the  heavy  figure  and  crafty  repulsive  face 
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of  Master  Titus  Oates  looming  down  on 
him. 

"  Here's  the  clucking  bantam  !  "  cried  this 
worthy  divine,  coarsely.  "  Here's  the  cock  of 
the  bien  morts,  cullies.  Look  you  here,  young 
fellow.  I'd  have  a  talk  with  you." 

"  Marry,  Master  Oates  !  'twixt  you  and  the 
cove  himself  there's  a  mighty  deal  too  much 
palaver  to  suit  me,"  growled  the  big  bully, 
swinging  a  great  club  out  in  front  of  him. 
"  Clear  a  space  and  go  at  it  if  ye  be  men. 
Look  here,  covey,"  to  Rochester,  "  Master 
Titus  Oates  hath  crow  to  pluck  with  thee. 
Thou  hast  taken  his  pulpit  and  his  con- 
gregation— not  that  the  morts  ever  chased 
him — ha,  ha — for's  face  is  like  the  heel  of 
a  maggoty  cheese  !  but  he  had  the  bawling 
all  to  himself,  and  was  chaplain  to  this 
most  worshipful  province  of  Alsatia  with  all 
its  appurtenances  'thout  doubt  or  question. 
You've  robbed  him  of  his  rights  and  his 
emoluments — to  say  nought  of  his  fame  as 
a  preacher." 

"  What  does  he  want  ?  " 

The  man  burst  into  a  hoarse  laugh. 

"  To  sort  thee  for't — with  steel  or  club.  I'm 
for  thrashing  myself." 

"  I  love  a  pretty  trick  of  fence,"  chirped 
Master  Pargiter,  "  and  the  gentleman  hath  a 
well-turned  hand,  aye,  and  a  free — just  like  the 
town  men.  I'm  for  the  steel." 

"  And  you  yourself,"  said  Rochester,  sud- 
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denly  turning  on  Gates.  "  Art  for  a  thrashing, 
too  ?  You  deserve  it." 

The  fellow  broke  into  an  oath  and  clenched 
his  fists. 

Rochester  snatched  the  mask  from  his  own 
face,  quickly  displaced  the  hood  and  let  his  hair 
drop  on  to  his  shoulders. 

He  stepped  up  to  Gates  and  stared  at  him 
fixedly. 

"  You  remember  me  ?  "  he  said. 

The  informer  and  spy  quailed,  and  his 
impudent  face  paled  to  a  sickly  mixture  of  hate, 
fear  and  defiance. 

"  If  I  tell  these  people  the  crime  for  which 
you  were  expelled  my  ship — where  will  the 
thrashing  come  in,  think  you  ?  You'd  be 
kicked  out  of  the  place  for  a  monster — even  by 
these  children  of  crime.  Get  out  of  it — and 
take  this  vermin  with  you." 

But  Titus  Gates,  though  naturally  an  abject 
coward,  had  the  nature  of  a  wolf.  Had  the 
Earl  been  alone,  or  with  his  friends,  he  would 
have  slunk  off  like  a  beaten  cur.  But  he  knew 
that  a  sudden  "  coup  "  sometimes  accomplishes 
much  and  the  'Friars  on  his  side  were  ripe  for 
any  mischief.  With  a  snarl,  he  drew  a  sailor's 
hanger  on  the  Earl,  who,  but  for  his  native 
quickness,  and  his  dexterity  in  marine  warfare, 
would  have  lost  his  life,  then,  at  the  hands  of 
this  miscreant.  As  it  was,  he  stooped  forward, 
and,  swift  as  lightning,  twisted  the  heavy  club 
out  of  the  bully's  mighty  hands,  and  bringing 
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the  full  weight  of  its  butt  upon  Oates's  cranium 
stretched  him  senseless  on  the  cobbles. 

This  was  the  signal  for  wild  uproar.  The 
feelings  of  the  offal  of  humanity  are  kaleido- 
scopic. Last  night  Rochester  was  the  hero  of 
the  hour.  To-night,  he  was  in  the  position  of 
the  public  favourite  in  disgrace.  He  did  not 
know  why,  and  they  did  not  know  why  ;  any 
more  than  the  censorship  of  a  higher  social  and 
political  grade  analyzes  its  raison  d'etre.  There 
had  been  a  short  verbal  tussle — a  blow  and  a 
fall.  That  was  enough.  Clubs,  swords  and 
knives  swung  up  under  the  coarse  pitch  flares, 
and  the  angry  mob  bore  down  upon  the  three 
men  who  had  been  the  centre  of  observation. 
They  stood  in  a  triangle  with  the  Queen's 
messenger  in  the  middle,  and  met  the 
Alsatians  with  a  cool  and  disconcerting  science 
of  attack. 

But  this  could  not  have  lasted  long  owing  to 
the  mighty  inequality — had  not  a  curious 
deterrent  occurred  in  the  shape  of  a  rapid 
hurtling  through  the  foggy  air  of  every  available 
and  portable  missile  from  the  Tavern  window. 
A  knot  of  torches  round  about  the  three 
combatants  served  to  keep  them  free  from  this 
heterogeneous  shower  which  Lord  Dorset  and 
his  friends,  to  whom  he  had  apparently  told 
what  pleased  him  to  tell,  hurled  on  the  devoted 
heads  of  the  friars.  Pots,  pails,  flagons,  stools, 
loaves  of  bread,  tankards,  mugs,  capons,  hams, 
glass  decanters — which  smashed  on  the  hard 
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skulls  they  struck — a  miscellany  of  food  and 
furniture ;  until  at  last,  the  old  window, 
unable  to  bear  the  press  upon  its  rotten  frame- 
work, gave  out  entirely,  and  tumbled  with  a 
crash  into  the  street,  while  its  occupants,  no 
longer  impeded  by  its  diamond-paned  breast- 
work, with  a  shout  leaped  the  short  distance 
which  separated  them  from  the  melee  below, 
and  joined  their  good  and  ready  blades  to  those 
of  the  three  defendants. 

The  battle  was  now  too  equalized  for  the 
taste  of  the  Alsatians.  And  they  also  resorted 
to  strategy.  As  groans  and  cries  rose  on  the 
air  from  their  friends  and  neighbours,  the  pitch 
torches  dipped  and  reversed  as  with  a  common 
accord,  and  the  combatants  were  suddenly 
plunged  in  a  blanket-like  darkness,  pierced  only 
by  the  lurid  lights  of  the  Tavern. 

Rochester  felt  a  tug  behind  him  and  a 
muffled  cry  for  help.  Quick  as  thought,  he 
put  out  his  hand  to  feel  for  the  safe  proximity 
of  the  Queen's  messenger,  and  the  muffled  cry 
received  an  answering  imprecation  from  him- 
self. 

She  was  no  longer  there.  He  was  standing 
back  to  back  with  the  King,  and  neither  she 
nor  de  Rohan  were  near  them.  Both  had  been 
forced  away.  Charles  and  the  Earl  became 
aware  of  this  simultaneously,  and  the  voice  of 
Dorset  whispered  hurriedly  : 

"  I  saw  it  done,  but  could  not  prevent  it  for 
the  press.  The  fighting  fellow  was  forced 
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towards  the  stairs.  He  who  stood  between 
you  was  carried  by  yonder  bully  and  another 
rogue  down  '  Crony's  Alley '  to  the  river." 

"  The  rumpus  is  dead.  They're  weary  and 
like  to  be  beaten.  Get  up  to  the  healthy  light 
of  Fleet  Street.  Your  Majesty  will  find  that 
cantankerous  mystery  at  home,  it's  like.  Your 
guard  is  good,  and  no  harm  should  come — 
and — and — in  the  fiend's  name  !  let  me  go." 

Rochester  spat  it  at  the  King  breathlessly, 
and  twisting  out  of  the  crowd,  jostled  and  drove 
his  way  through  the  heaving,  noisy  and  object- 
less mob,  left  by  the  darkness  grumbling  and 
helpless — and  dived  into  the  mist  of  the  dirty 
lane  leading  to  the  waterside. 


XXI 

THE  FURTHER  ACTS  OF 
SAINT  WILMOT 

HE  knew  the  place  so  well  that  his  flying  feet 
took  him  securely  over  the  slimy  stones  to  the 
deserted  causeway.  Here  he  was  just  in  time 
to  see  a  wherry  shoved  up  stream  by  the 
strong  hand  of  the  big  bully  of  the  cock's 
feather.  Another  wherry  lay  alongside — and 
quick  as  thought — the  practised  hand  of 
Rochester  released  it  from  its  anchorage,  and 
sent  it  dancing  after  the  first  with  himself  inside. 
And  now  began  a  race  which,  short  as  it  was, 
oftentimes  threatened  the  destruction  of  both 
the  frail  barques  engaged  in  it — for  each  of  the 
little  craft  being  bent  on  its  object — the  one  to 
escape,  the  other  to  grapple,  scudded  madly 
through  the  water  oblivious  of  the  various 
aquatic  material  impeding  their  way.  Many 
times  did  Rochester's  sailor  hand  gain  on  the 
flying  wherry,  and  each  time  some  lumpy, 
shadowy  something  got  in  between  and  delayed 
and  diverted  him.  It  almost  seemed,  to  his 
roused  imagination,  that  they  did  it  purposely, 
that  Fate,  in  the  shape  of  these  colliers,  Dutch 
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scows,  grain  barges,  house  boats,  pleasure 
launches,  trading  vessels,  furtive  vessels 
standing  out  in  the  water  like  vagrants  with  no 
fixed  abode,  skiffs  and  punts,  boats  of  all  sorts, 
sizes  and  degrees ;  from  the  leaky  tub  of  the 
river  dredger  to  the  floating  palace — a  freak  of 
one  of  his  friends ;  had  decreed  he  should  not 
win  upon  the  kidnappers. 

He  set  his  teeth,  and  in  the  dark  his  blue  eyes 
flashed  sparks  of  determination,  vengeance  and 
defiance  of  any  and  all  malevolent  influences. 
He  would  grip  that  boat  before  it  reached  the 
Temple  Stairs.  In  and  out  of  the  lumber  that 
lay  in  his  way,  he  steered  with  wary  hand,  and 
fly  as  it  might  it  could  not  get  away.  He 
gained  on  it  gradually.  A  final  little  stretch 
gave  him  a  last  advantage.  With  a  spurt  he 
forced  the  light  vessel  into  a  flying  leap  over 
the  water  shimmering  beneath  a  pale  and 
misty  moonlight,  and  came  up  with  the  wherry. 

The  muffled  figure  in  the  running  skiff 
leaned  forward,  and  the  same  cry  for  help  that 
had  reached  him  in  Whitefriars  fluttered  once 
more  on  the  night  air.  He  bent  low,  steadying 
himself  with  well-planted  feet,  and  caught  the 
wale  of  the  wherry  in  his  strong  hand.  It 
pulled  up  short  and  lurched  his  own  alongside, 
so  that  they  ground  and  scored.  By  this  time, 
the  nebulous  moonlight  was  shining  on  the 
Temple  Stairs,  not  more  than  six  lengths 
distant.  An  oath  sprang  from  the  big  bully 
with  the  cock's  feather,  and  the  infant  light 
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glinted  on  the  barrel  of  a  pistol.  Rochester 
was  quick,  and  as  much  used  to  adventurous 
strife  as  his  adversaries.  With  a  clean-landed 
blow  right  in  the  centre  of  the  fellow's  chest, 
he  sent  him  backward  with  such  force  that  the 
blasphemous  lump  lost  his  balance,  and  heeling 
over,  went  splash  into  the  river.  The  other 
man  attempted  to  paddle  out  of  reach,  but  the 
Earl,  hooking  the  two  little  vessels  together, 
turned  on  him  with  the  sword  that  had  been 
so  busy  that  night. 

"  Ungrateful  cur  !  "  he  hissed.  "  Dip  that 
oar  again,  and  I'll  make  your  thankless  swine's 
blood  'foul  the  stream.  Let  go  !  " 

The  fellow  dropped  the  sculler,  but  laid 
hands  on  the  crouching  figure  in  the  bottom  of 
the  boat.  Rochester  shortened  his  blade  and 
drove  it  through  the  fleshy  part  of  the  rogue's 
right  arm.  With  a  scream  of  pain,  he  cowered 
back  in  the  wherry,  and  the  Earl  seizing  the 
passenger,  transferred  her  to  the  cockleshell 
which  he  steered.  It  was  all  done  so  quickly 
that  the  splashing  porpoise  in  the  water  was 
still  blinded  by  his  sudden  immersion — water 
being  an  element  he  was  not  used  to  come  in 
close  contact  with — and  when  the  Earl,  having 
gained  his  prize  and  ungrappled,  wilfully  put 
the  other  wherry  about  away  from  the  Temple 
Stairs  and  sent  it  spinning  across  the  glancing 
river  towards  Lambeth  Marshes,  he  floundered 
after  it,  sputtering  and  swearing,  in  an  impotent 
attempt  to  gain  a  hold  on  its  disappearing  hull, 


190  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATE  SECRET 

Rochester  did  not  wait  to  see  if  the  rascal 
succeeded  in  re-boarding.  He  knew  and 
cared  nothing  about  it.  How  could  he, 
when  the  arms  of  the  Queen's  messenger 
had  been  thrown  round  his  neck,  and  that 
wonderful  voice  had  sung  his  name — his 
Christian  name — into  his  ears  in  accents  of 
love  and  entire  dependence  ? 

He  caught  her  close  and  kept  her  close,  with 
one  hand  wearing  the  wherry  sideways  until  it 
hugged  the  shore  and  touched  the  lonely 
Temple  Stairs. 

The  poor  Queen's  messenger  leaned  heavily 
against  him — half  unconscious  and  heedless  of 
passing  events.  He  lifted  her  out  of  the  boat 
and  let  it  drift,  and  scrambled  with  his  burden 
up  the  steps  and  on  to  solid  ground. 

It  was  late  enough  for  the  walks  of  the 
Temple  to  be  deserted — for  its  gardens  to  be 
closed  and  solitary.  He  met  no  one  as  he  half 
led,  half  carried  his  companion  under  the  trees. 
Beneath  a  particularly  dusky  clump,  he  stopped. 

"  'Tis  as  well  to  bring  her  to  her  senses,"  he 
muttered,  and  stooping  down  he  kissed  the 
Queen's  messenger  full  on  the  mouth. 

It  brought  her  to  her  senses.  It  might  have 
been  a  galvanic  battery !  She  straightened 
herself  like  a  reed  from  a  gale,  and  pushing  him 
away  with  an  instantly  recovered  force,  stood 
out  and  looked  at  him  ;  catching  her  breath. 

Hejelt  that  she  looked  at  him.  Those  dark 
eyes  seemed  to  glow  out  of  the  shadow  of  the 


FURTHER  ACTS  OF  SAINT  WILMOT  191 

trees — reproachful,  resentful  twin  stars  of  com- 
plicated emotions. 

"  I  had  to  do  something,"  he  explained,  in 
extenuation.  "  I  carry  no  reviving  essences, 
you  see,  and  'tis  as  well  we  go  not  up  into  the 
thoroughfare  in  such  tangled  fashion  as  may 
bring  the  watch  on  us." 

"  My  Lord,"  she  cried  impulsively.  "  I 
have  thought  all  this  day  you  knew  me.  To- 
night— oh,  Rochester  !  why  could  you  bring 
me  into  such  a  place — into  such  peril  ?  " 

"  Sweetheart,  dost  want  me  to  kneel  in  the 
mud  to  beg  your  pardon  ?  Sure,  I  feel  inclined 
to  do  it.  Methinks,  the  sooner  you  take  this 
wild  and  harum  scarum  head  of  mine  upon 
your  bosom  and  teach  it  grave  propriety  the 
better.  I  cannot  tell  you  why  I  brought  you 
to  this  pass — save  that  you  came  to  me  and  did 
not  trust  me  wholly — and  that  your  lack  of 
confidence  drove  me  to  a  mischievous  mood,  so 
that  I  vowed  I'd  skaith  you  so,  that,  by-and-by, 
no  matter  what  fell  out,  we'd  have  a  trick 
together  you'd  not  care  to  air  to  your  friends 
in  Queen  Street.  But,  Bess,  I  swear  upon  my 
soul !  I  did  not  mean  to  mix  you  up  in  Charles 
Stuart's  secret  so  that  you  should  be  seized 
instead  of  his .  Why  don't  you  trust  me  ?  " 

"  Wilmot,  you  drive  me  crazy  ! — you  and  all 
the  rest.  I've  trusted  you  with  myself — mine 
honour — all  that  a  woman  can  give  to  the  man 
she  loves  and  hath  misjudged.  There's  nought 
else." 


1 92  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATE  SECRET 

Rochester  laughed — a  light  lilt  of  joy — as  he 
heard  her  words,  and  repeated  the  reviving 
process  unrepelled.  Then  he  said  : 

"  Tell  me  how  it  happened  that  you  came 
to  me." 

She  told  him  all,  dwelling  with  the  penitence 
of  a  sweet  backslider  on  the  enormity  of  her 
sin  in  doubting  him.  She  did  not  speak  of 
de  Rohan's  suit  to  her  or  of  the  way  in  which 
she  was  being  gradually  drawn  into  the  Jesuit- 
ical schemes  which  webbed  the  Court  of  Saint 
James's.  All  this  she  left  as  unimportant  and 
irrelevant — a  bagatelle  compared  to  her  love  for 
and  trust  in  him,  and  his  responding  love  for  her. 

He  was  silent.  Her  love  and  trust  were  the 
sweetest  things  in  life,  but  the  imbroglio 
involved  by  that  parchment  in  his  breast  was 
a  tiresome  piece  of  business. 

"  My  pretty,"  he  said,  at  last,  after  a 
thoughtful  pause,  "  when  we  reach  the  end  of 
this  walk  we  come  out  upon  my  Lord  Ashley's 
lodging.  He  is  ever  a  night-bird,  and  I  am 
going  to  take  you  thither  and  place  you  under 
my  Lady's  care.  She  is  a  wise  and  prudent 
woman,  and  you  know  her  well.  If  it  pleases 
your  wayward  self  to  obey  me  before  you  vow 
so  to  do,  you  will  treat  my  Lady  Ashley  with 
your  confidence — whole.  Just  tell  her  how  it 
is,  and  borrow  from  her  a  change  of  garb.  Then 
we  can  get  you  back  to  Somerset  House,  or  to 
my  Lord  Hawley's,  without  a  word  of  all  this 
evil  being  known." 
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"  The  Queen !  " 

"  Don't  mind  of  that.  She  shall  not  speak 
to  thee  upon't.  Come,  come.  Why,  Bess, 
we've  been  together  one  night  already,  and  you 
were  fast  asleep  and  knew  not  what  came  of  me. 
The  folks  will  say  you  should  be  my  Lady 
Rochester  ;  and  by  your  own  sweet  face — and 
that's  the  greatest  oath  I'll  swear — I  think  you 
should  be,  too." 


N 


XXII 
EXETER  HOUSE 

THE  sun  streamed  into  the  room  in  which  my 
Lord  President  Ashley  habitually  spent  his 
morning  hours.  It  shone  on  himself  and  on 
my  Lord  of  Rochester  both  seated  at  a  well- 
covered  board.  The  Earl  looked  none  the 
worse  in  outward  appearance  for  his  adventures 
of  the  past  two  nights ;  for  the  turn  of  the 
escapade  had  prevented  a  harmless  frolic  grow- 
ing into  a  drunken  debauch — a  thing  which 
was  too  often  the  case  when  a  set  of  these 
young  rakes  went  moonlighting  together.  The 
trust  he  held  had  kept  him  from  losing  his  head 
or  the  sense  of  his  dignity.  Besides,  lately  the 
subtle  influence  of  this  woman  had  been 
imperceptibly  weaning  this  froward  contra- 
diction from  those  courses.  They  palled  on 
him  to  loathing.  The  "  sty  "  ways  of  some  of 
his  friends  turned  his  mental  stomach.  As  he 
sat  there  at  Ashley's  ultra-respectable  table, 
and  his  eye  fell  on  the  dainty,  spotless  figure  of 
the  little  statesman  himself,  Rochester  regis- 
tered a  vow  that  Whitefriars  and  such-like 
rookeries  should  know  him  no  more ;  that  he 
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would  for  ever  eschew  "  sack  and  loose  com- 
pany." And,  taking  it  generally,  he  kept  his 
word  with  more  concrete  consistency  than  the 
average  register  of  a  good  resolution. 

Lord  Ashley  furtively  glanced  at  his  friend's 
face.  There  was  no  trace  on  it  of  rioting.  The 
skin  was  pure  and  clear  as  Nature  had  intended 
it  to  be  ;  the  eyes,  full  limpid  and  serene, 
without  a  vestige  of  the  after-effects  of 
toping ;  the  mouth,  firm,  determined, 
thoughtful.  "  Saint  Wilmot  "  was  a  Mind  this 
morning  :  and  though  he  had  come  upon 
Lord  Ashley  returning  from  a  rout  in  his 
Sedan-chair,  the  night  before,  accompanied  by 
a  silent,  shy  young  man — as  a  confrere  this 
young  stranger  must  evidently  have  been  a 
good  companion. 

Who  was  he  ?  So  far,  Rochester  had  not 
seen  fit  to  confide  in  his  friend.  He  was 
pensive  and  preoccupied.  He  ate  and  drank 
in  silence,  and  with  a  very  healthy  appetite. 
At  last,  when  Rochester,  taking  some  grape 
stalks  and  breaking  them  in  pieces,  began  to 
arrange  them  on  the  damask  cloth  in  geo- 
metrical figures  in  a  profound  absence  of  mind, 
Ashley  leaned  across  and  touched  his  arm. 

"  What  is  it  all  about,  John  ?  " 

Rochester  raised  his  head  and  shook  the 
masses  of  curls  from  his  face  as  if  they  bothered 
him  and  got  in  his  way. 

"  What  is  what  all  about  ?  " 

"  What  does  this  prank  mean  ?  " 
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Rochester  swept  the  grape  stalks  into  a  little 
heap. 

"  Have  you  seen  her  Ladyship  this  morn- 
ing  ?  » 

"  No,  truly.  She  hath  a  headache — after  the 
buzz  you  sent  about  the  poor  woman's  ears 
last  night.  She  bustled  so  to  accommodate 
your  friend." 

"  'Twas  like  her.  I  am  sufficiently  grateful, 
and  most  grieved  to  hear  the  issue.  That 
spark  hath  gotten  a  way  with  him  of  giving 
folks  the  headache.  Mine  hath  been  fit  to 
split  about  him  many  and  many  a  time." 

"  Who  is  he,  John  ?  " 

Rochester  spread  the  grape  stalks  out  again, 
and  slowly  formed  the  letters  E  and  J  and 
surrounded  them  by  a  lover's  knot  while  he 
was  speaking. 

"  Didst  mark  the  stripling  ?  " 

"  Why,  very  little.  The  thing  was  such  a 
rush." 

"  (The  sticks  of  grapes  get  clogged  like 
human  affairs.)  Yes.  It  was  a  rush.  You'd 
have  said  so,  if  you'd  helped  i'  th'  scramble. 
(They're  crooked,  too,  as  the  counsel  of  bad 
men.)  If  you  had  marked  the  lad,  friend 
Tony  !  you  would  not  have  wanted  to  ask  me 
who  he  is.  (There !  isn't  that  a  pretty 
device  ?)  " 

"  Tush  !  what  a  wean  thou  art !  I've  never 
met  the  lad  before." 

"  No,  and  I  don't  think  you'll  ever  meet  him 
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again.  And,  too,  it  strikes  me,  friend,  my 
Lady  Ashley  knoweth  more  than  you  do. 
There's  a  thing  !  Anthony  Ashley  Cooper — 
the  most  erudite  philosopher — the  ablest  and 
craftiest  of  politicians — the  trustiest  friend — 
the  nastiest  foe — the  wiliest  Court  juggler 
of  them  all — to  be  outdone  in  the  know  of 
things  by  his  patient,  honest,  simple  lady  !  Now, 
mark  you,  I'll  not  marry  a  patient,  honest, 
simple  lady.  She  shall  not  be  patient.  She 
shall  be  a  deep  girl  who'll  take  the  law  into 
her  own  hands  when  one  least  suspects  her 
capable  of  such  a  thing,  and  find  out  matters 
for  herself.  She  shall  not  be " 

"  Honest  ?  " 

"  Psha  !  my  Lord,  we'll  have  a  secret  place 
in  both  our  lives  we'll  rummage  in  alone — 
where  none  can  follow — because  none  can 
know  its  bearings — save — save "  Roches- 
ter got  up,  and,  thrusting  his  hands  deep  in  his 
pockets,  stood  looking  at  the  fire  after  his 
favourite  fashion.  "  I  wonder  if  they  got  off 
safe,  those  two  !  I  wonder  what  brought  him 
there  !  I  wonder  whither  the  hag  took  the 
lad  !  What  do  I  care  for  the  Stuart  suc- 
cession or  the  Majesty  of  England  ?  My 
patriotism's  fizzled  out  in  a  deadly,  dreary 
knowledge  of  its  fiction."  He  wheeled  round. 
"  Tony  !  " 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Listen,  and  I'll  do  for  you  what  I  bade  my 
young  friend  do  for  your  wife;  for,  verily,  I 


198  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATE  SECRET 

love  you  as  my  father  did  before  me.  I'll  give 
you  all  I  can." 

Succinctly,  he  told  him  as  much  of  what  had 
happened  as  pleased  him.  That  is  to  say,  he 
kept  the  incident  of  the  parchment  to  himself, 
and  most  of  Betsy's  communication. 

Lord  Ashley  stared  in  amaze  at  such  a  strange 
confession,  for  Mistress  Malet  was  the  model  of 
prudence  and  discretion.  Without  the  mystery 
of  the  Queen  and  the  paper,  Betsy's  venture 
looked  like  the  foolhardy  exploit  of  a  madcap, 
such  as  she  was  never  like  to  be.  He  knew 
there  must  be  something  else. 

"  You've  not  told  me  all,"  he  said. 

"  I  said  I  will  give  you  all  I  can.  I've  told 
you  all  I  mean  to  tell  you.  The  truth  is,  Tony, 
I  may  go  no  further  ;  for  what  is  hid  is  not 
my  business.  Nor  is  it  hers.  Its  airing  is  as 
the  King  and  Destiny  shall  will.  What's  that 
noise  ?  " 

Lord  Ashley  was  surprised.  The  sound  of 
strange  footsteps  nearing  this  room  which  in 
his  early  morning  hours  he  considered  his 
sanctum  sanctorum  was  a  novelty.  Before  he 
could  express  his  displeasure  at  so  unseemly  an 
interruption,  the  door  opened  unceremoniously 
and  many  persons  entered. 

The  foremost  of  these  was  Mr.  Shepherd, 
the  Lord  President's  factor  and  "  gentleman." 
He  wore  a  perturbed  expression  and  made  a 
gesture  of  self-exculpation  as  he  looked  at  his 
master. 
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When  Rochester's  eyes  fell  on  the  same 
couple  who  had  invaded  the  "  Crony's  Tryst  " 
the  previous  morning,  following  Mr.  Shepherd, 
he  gave  vent  to  a  low,  sibilant  whistle  through 
his  teeth,  and,  turning  his  back,  laughed  that 
characteristic  mocking  laugh,  as  if  he  antici- 
pated some  diversion. 

But  little  Lord  Ashley  did  not  laugh.  His 
face  betrayed  his  annoyance — an  unusual  thing 
with  this  wary  diplomat,  and  in  strong  contrast 
to  the  placid,  serene  beauty  of  his  friend,  who, 
leaning  his  elbow  on  one  of  the  oaken  leaves 
of  the  carved  mantel,  fell  into  one  of  his  easy, 
graceful  poses — his  cheek  on  his  hand,  his 
eyes  lazily  scanning  the  intruders  with  as 
little  reck  or  apprehension  as  if  he  had 
been  honouring  Peter  Lely  by  sitting  for  his 
portrait. 

The  stiff,  sandy,  somewhat  ungainly  man 
came  forward.  He  had  doffed  the  plain  garb 
which  had  been  an  expedient  disguise  the  day 
before,  and  now  wore  a  handsome  dress  of 
snuff-coloured  velvet  embroidered  with  gold 
and  embellished  at  neck  and  wrists  with  costly 
lace  ruffles.  He  carried  his  beaver  in  his  hand, 
and  greeting  the  two  noblemen  in  friendly, 
almost  confidential  terms,  held  forth  an  official- 
looking  document  as  he  spoke. 

"  My  Lord,  it  is  not  of  my  own  willing  that 
I  am  here  on  an  unpleasant  errand.  You  and 
I  are  too  amicable  for  me  to  put  you  to  ill 
convenience.  But  as  you  have  been  grossly 
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deceived  and  imposed  upon,  I  have  in  my 
office  an  excuse  for  this  untimely  visit." 

"  Why  such  attendance,  my  Lord  ?  " 

Ashley  had  recovered  himself,  and  spoke  with 
his  usual  quiet  moderation. 

"  These  men  are  hardly  of  my  fetching. 
They  come  with  Master  Coleman,  here,  and 
are  retainers  of  his  Royal  Highness,  whom 
in  mine  own  person  I  have  the  honour  to 
represent.  The  man  we  seek  is  daring  and 
elusive." 

Rochester  looked  back  at  the  fire  and  smiled. 

"  Think  you  that  I  harbour  one  who's 
daring  and  elusive  ?  "  The  Earl's  smile  was 
reproduced  openly  on  my  Lord  President's 
face. 

The  stately,  stiff-backed  gentleman  looked 
somewhat  piqued. 

"  We  are  sure  you  do,"  he  said.  "  Two 
dangerous  characters  escaped  last  night  from 
Whitefriars.  This  morning,  Master  Coleman, 
returning  from  mass  in  the  Chapel  of  the 
Sardinian  Embassy,  got  wind  from  one  of  your 
own  chair-bearers — a  pious  man  and  truthful — 
that  two  adventurers  had  last  night  applied  to 
your  Lordship  for  assistance  and  refuge.  Where- 
fore, I  come — unwillingly  surrounded  by  this 
posse,  I  do  admit — to  ask  you  to  give  up  those 
same  adventurers  on  the  request  of  his  Royal 
Highness,  and  the  warrant  of  his  excellency 
the  Sheriff." 

"  I  would  the  Sheriff  had  come  in  person," 
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muttered  Rochester.  "  /  warrant  I'd  have 
given  old  Waller  a  surprise." 

The  smile  on  Ashley's  face  deepened. 

"  Whither  do  you  or  Master  Secretary 
Coleman,"  my  Lord  President  bent  cour- 
teously to  the  Duke  of  York's  confidential  agent, 
"  concert  to  take  this — this — couple  of  moon- 
rakers  ?  " 

He  glanced  slyly  at  Rochester,  and  the  smile 
broke  into  a  quiet  laugh. 

The  visitor  drew  himself  up  impressively. 

"  To  Saint  James's,  my  Lord,  for  interroga- 
tion— probably,  thence,  to  Whitehall,  for  these 
people  are  most  important  spies  of  the  Dutch 
Government,  and,  as  such,  must  be  dealt  with 
by  the  King  in  person — sith  his  Royal  Highness 
thinks  fit." 

"  Good  lack,  my  Lord  !  why  not  take  them 
to  Whitehall  at  once  ?  Charles  is  quite  as 
good  a  catechist  as  James,"  thus  Rochester. 

The  ambassador  primmed  his  mouth. 

"  'Tis  as  I  am  bid,  my  Lord,"  he  said,  a  trifle 
disdainfully. 

"  Well,  well,  'tis  droll  to  see  my  Lord 
Arlington  come  on  such  a  silly  business," 
observed  Ashley  dryly.  "  Art  going  to  take 
Lord  Rochester  with  you  ?  " 

"  Lord  Rochester  ?  " 

The  delinquent  fixed  those  indolent  blue 
eyes,  which  had  been  carelessly  surveying  his 
company,  on  the  ambassador,  and  that  was 
all  the  motion  he  gave,  save  the  lazy  move- 
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ment  of  his  lips  as  he  spoke  in  answer  to  the 
exclamation. 

"  Well,  I  suppose  if  you  want  the  fellow  who 
came  upon  my  Lord  Ashley  from  the  '  Friars' 
last  night,  you  must  take  me.  I  know  of  no 
other  man  who  could  supply  the  place." 

"  You,  my  Lord  !  No  other  man  ?  There 
were  two !  " 

"  To  my  knowledge  I  am  the  only  man  who 
touched  this  shore  last  night  returning  from 
Alsatia.  I  know  no  other,  and  can  help  your 
Lordship  to  none." 

"  This  is  strange.  Frankly,  my  Lord,  there 
were  two.  One,  the  vintner  and  keeper  of  a 
victualling  house  in  the  Whitefriars — Master 
Cellier,  whom  we  all  know — and  the  other  a 
man  who  for  three  months  hath  imposed  upon 
the  Queen." 

Rochester  bent  his  head. 

"  You  know  something  of  this,  my  Lord  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes.  You  mean  the  French  page  of 
whom  his  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  York  is 
so  anxious  to  get  hold." 

"  P-r-r-r  !  "  It  was  the  first  sound  Master 
Coleman  had  made. 

Rochester  raised  his  head  and  laughed. 

"  'Tis  brotherly  love — and  like  him.  This 
spark's  a  coal  and  his  Highness  would  save  his 
brother  from  a  burning.  Yet  'tis  needless,  for 
the  boy  hath  gotten  no  harm  in  him.  If  you 
want  him  I  can  tell  your  Lordship  where 
to  go." 


EXETER  HOUSE  203 

"  Indeed,  my  Lord  !  " 

"Indeed." 

"  Is  it  far  ?  " 

"  But  a  step — to  Whitehall.  You'll  find 
him  already  with  the  King,  who  hath  the 
greater  right,  methinks,  to  sit  in  judgment  on 
a  Holland  spy  than  his  Royal  Highness  or 
yourself  or  the  shrievalty  of  London." 

Lord  Arlington  knew  not  what  to  say.  He 
was  not  a  man  of  any  quick  perception  for  all 
his  unquestioned  capability  as  a  statesman.  In 
fact,  his  ponderous  way  of  doing  things  had 
made  him  a  monumental  butt  for  the  ridicule 
and  squibs  of  wit  of  this  impartial  jester,  who 
seemed  so  well  inclined  to  baulk  him  now.  He 
could  not  abide  Lord  Rochester,  and  in  his  slow 
way  felt  a  creeping  distrust  of  him  as  the  cause 
of,  and  incidental  to,  his  failure  to  carry  out 
the  wishes  of  his  friend  and  patron,  the  Duke 
of  York. 

He  bit  his  lip  and  turned  to  Coleman. 

A  whisper  from  that  ambitious  worthy 
revived  his  drooping  importance. 

"  My  Lord,  the  chair-bearer  averred  there 
were  two  who  came  to  Exeter  House  last  night." 

"  The  man  was  drunk  and  saw  double." 

"  Not  so,  my  Lord.  The  man's  as  sober  as 
a  man  can  be.  I  pray  your  Lordship  not  to 
stay  this  thing  in  one  of  your  fantastic  moods. 
My  Lord  President,  where  is  he  who  came  with 
my  Lord  of  Rochester — if  his  Lordship  really 
was  your  visitant  so  late  ?  " 
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"  Now,  I  have  told  you,  Arlington — not  in 
fantastic  mood — but  in  solid,  actual  truth  that 
hath  not  a  whit  of  fantasy  about  it,  that  I'm 
the  only  man  who  entered  Exeter  House  last 
night."' 

"  There  were  two" 

"  Ashley  and  myself." 

"  And  another.   I  want  to  see  that  other." 

Rochester  scarcely  heard*  He  was  listening 
to  a  sound  without,  and  he  came  up  out  of  his 
drooping  posture  with  a  start  of  concern,  and 
stood  erect  in  a  rigid,  sudden  fear.  A  thing 
was  coming  that  might  have  unpleasant  con- 
sequences for  her.  Coming  !  It  was  come. 
The  frou-frou  of  silk  brocade  flecked  past  and 
through  the  chamber  door,  and  before  he 
could  say  a  word  two  ladies  came  upon  the 
group  of  men. 


XXIII 
DIPLOMACY 

A  SURPRISED  silence  fell  on  the  male  portion  of 
the  assembly  at  such  unusual  interruption. 
And  my  Lord  Arlington  glanced  at  the  Lord 
President  with  eyebrows  raised  in  protest.  The 
glance  intimated  to  Ashley  the  desirability  of 
requesting  the  ladies  to  withdraw.  But  Ashley 
shrugged  and  turned  to  his  friend.  Lord 
Rochester's  fair,  almost  womanly  complexion 
was  suffused  by  a  deep  flush.  The  foremost  of 
the  ladies  was  a  handsome  brunette  whose 
borrowed  gown  of  rose-coloured  satin  became 
her  wonderfully.  She  carried  an  expression  in 
her  eyes,  too,  which  he  had  never  seen  there 
before,  and  it  was  this  and  her  air  of  quiet 
determination  to  trample  all  obstacles  between 
herself  and  him  under  that  pretty  satined  foot, 
that  brought  the  blood  to  his  face.  On  the 
entrance  of  the  ladies  he  had  sunk  again  into 
his  indolent  attitude,  and  the  blue  of  his  eyes 
only  crept  in  an  inscrutable  gleam  through 
lowered  lids  as  Ashley  whispered  to  him. 

He  replied  in  a  word,  and  the  Lord  President 
spoke  smilingly  to  Mistress  Malet : 
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"  Sweet  mistress,  your  coming — and  my 
Lady's  —  is  opportune.  Here's  my  Lord 
Arlington  come  post  to  arrest  a  spy,  and  for 
want  of  better  would  run  off  with  my  Lord  of 
Rochester,  when  all  the  offence  of  that  same 
most  erotic  and  erratic  nobleman  is  to  spy  upon 
your  precious  self.  As  witness  his  invading 
Exeter  House  last  night  to  find  you  on  your 
visitation  to  my  Lady." 

He  spoke  slowly  and  with  grave  deliberation 
— more  so  than  common.  He  had  given  her 
a  cue,  and  though  her  heart  was  dancing  a  May 
dance  for  fear  this  collection  of  official-looking 
men  should  intend  harm  to  that  elegant 
debonair  creature  lounging  so  listlessly  over 
there  against  the  mantel,  the  sharp  thing 
caught  at  the  cue  and  the  reason  for  deluding 
these  people. 

She  made  a  moue  and  dropped  a  curtsey. 

"  Indeed,  my  good  Lord,  I  hope  that  you, 
too,  are  not  going  to  scold — for  here's  my 
Lady  Ashley  been  rating  me  this  two  hours 
for  leaving  the  Queen  in  the  lurch  without 
permission  asked  or  granted.  She  saith  that 
my  goodwill  is  forfeit  at  the  Court,  and  that 
my  Lord  Rochester's  invasion  of  last  night  will 
do  me  injury  with  his  Majesty.  Though  why 
a  man  should  not  come  to  see  his  promised  wife 
and  sworn  lady-love,  I  cannot  think." 

She  suddenly  swept  to  the  centre  of  the 
room,  and  caught  the  dignified  person  of  Lord 
Arlington  on  the  horns  of  her  argument. 
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"  I  appeal  to  you,  my  Lord.  Is  not  mine  a 
hard  case  ?  Here  am  I — a  ward  in  the  royal 
charge — left  to  the  King's  guardianship  by  my 
dying  father.  I'm  under  age,  they  tell  me, 
and  so  am  non  compos  mentis  to  my  elders. 
But  very  sure  am  I  that  youth  knoweth  better 
than  stale  old  age  what  it  fancies  and  wants  in 
the  way  of  partnership.  My  Lord  of  Rochester 
is  my  chosen  knight.  He  weareth  my  gage  and 
gauntlet  " — my  Lord  of  Rochester's  hand  went 
quickly  to  his  neck  and  touched  that  narrow 
gold  chain  which  never  quitted  it — "  and  here 
is  my  Lord  Hawley,  my  grandsire,  stands  in's 
way,  and  the  Majesty  of  England,  for  nought 
but  thirting  * — as  it  seems  to  me — stands  in's 
way,  and  other  suitors  too  that  drive  me  mad, 
and  made  me  fly  to  my  Lady  Ashley  for  pro- 
tection— who  rates  me  for  my  hope  in  her,  and 
would  have  me  to  beg  pardon  of  the  Queen 
who  helped  it  all,  and  return  to  duty  'thout 
the  countenance  of  my  sweet  Lord  yonder. 
And  lo  you  and  behold  !  here's  my  Lord,  her 
spouse,  hath  mind  to  rate  me,  too,  it's  very 
evident,  because  he  came  hither  last  night  to 
see  me.  I  couldn't  help  it.  It's  too  bad.  It's 
too  bad." 

Mistress  Malet's  tirade  came  to  a  conclusion 
which  might  have  been  hysterics — the  sense  of 
injury,  a  righteous  anger  and  indignation — or 
it  might  have  been  suppressed  laughter,  for 
poor  Lady  Ashley's  face — a  gentle  face  bqlong- 
*  Thwarting. 
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ing  to  a  gentle  lady  fully  deserving  of  her 
husband's  historic  affection — wore  such  a  com- 
plexity of  expressions  at  her  guest's  unfounded 
and  ungrateful  calumnies  that  Betsy  could  not 
look  at  her  with  gravity,  and  when  those  fine 
eyes  which  she  flashed  and  played  so  well  upon 
Lord  Arlington  and  Master  Coleman  slyly 
caught  the  amused  and  slightly  wondering 
expression  in  those  of  the  two  gentlemen  by 
the  fire,  she  buried  her  face  in  her  handkerchief, 
and  it  was  impossible  to  tell  whether  the 
tremors  that  agitated  her  frame  were  caused 
by  a  paroxysm  of  grief  at  her  own  duplicity,  or 
laughter  at  its  obvious  effects. 

Lord  Arlington  was  nonplussed.  Quicker 
wits  than  his  might  well  have  been  so.  They 
were — for  Master  Coleman  knew  not  what  to 
make  of  it.  The  appearance  itself  of  Mistress 
Malet  was  disconcerting.  All  the  Court  was 
ringing  with  her  evanishment — had  been  for 
this  two  days. 

Master  Coleman  stepped  forward. 

"  Dear  lady,  if  two  nights  agone  you  fled  so 
short  a  distance,  why  did  you  let  the  hue  and 
cry  reach  so  far  ?  " 

"  Sure,  Master  Coleman,  if  one  flies,  'tis 
because  one  would  be  missing  for  a  time,  and 
'tis  not  customary  to  leave  one's  address 
behind  one." 

"  But  your  absence  hath  caused  distress  unto 
the  King.  It  hath  absolutely  made  ill  blood 
between  him  and  his  Royal  Highness." 
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"  Why,  yes,  I  dare  say  that.  Because,  you 
see,  the  Court  of  Saint  James's  hath  so  pestered 
the  Queen  to  let  me  go  to  the  Duchess,  so  that 
I  should  draw  thence  that  French  boy  the 
Jesuits  are  so  keen  to  win  into  their  toils.  I 
marvel  me  they  ever  ht  the  poor  child  leave 
St.  Omer's." 

Oh,  mistress  !  mistress !  the  smile  on  Cole- 
man's  face  was  not  pleasant.  In  fact,  it  so 
operated  on  this  outspoken  young  schemer  that, 
in  front  of  all,  she  ran  to  Rochester  and  openly 
took  his  arm. 

The  Earl  gave  a  quick,  short  sigh  as  a  man 
who  has  watched  the  upcome  of  a  vital 
stake.  He  tensed  himself,  and  pressing  the 
hand  that  had  caught  him  close  to  his  side 
— laying  his  own  protectingly  over  it — he 
led  her  out  into  the  room,  and  stood  before 
Arlington. 

"  My  Lord,  the  thing  is  through.  You  see 
for  yourself  that  it's  a  blunder.  I  pray  you  do 
not  force  my  Lady  to  open  mouth  so  wide  for 
benefit  of  your  fellows  there.  'Tis  pity  that 
our  private  affairs  should  go  into  every  pot- 
house. Wherefore,  look  you,  for  your  welfare 
and  the  good  of  your  soul,  I'd  speak  with  you 
in  private — sans  monsieur" 

"  Monsieur  "  was  Coleman.  The  Secretary 
twitched  under  Rochester's  snub,  and  his  face 
drew  a  wry  grimace  beneath  the  Earl's  languid 
regard  and  cold,  imperturbable  address. 

"  My  business  with  my  Lord  Arlington  hath 
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nought  to  do  with  yours,  sir.     It  is  personal 
and  of  keen  import." 

Lord  Arlington  cast  his  eyes  on  the  ground  ; 
and  Coleman,  glancing  at  Lord  Ashley,  and 
carrying  his  looks  on  to  the  two  ladies,  turned 
on  his  heel,  and,  beckoning  to  his  followers, 
left  the  room  empty  save  for  the  interested 
quintette. 

When  the  door  had  closed  on  the  last  of 
them,  Lord  Arlington  raised  his  eyes  to  Lord 
Rochester's. 

"  A  double  game  is  a  fool's  game,  my  Lord," 
observed  the  latter,  "  and  here  it  is  more 
foolish  than  in  other  places.  For  it  leadeth  to 
disgrace  and  banishment." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,  my  Lord,"  said 
Arlington,  reddening. 

"  My  meaning  is  very  plain.  But  I'll  clear 
it  still  further.  You  are  hunting  with  the 
York  hounds  and  running  with  the  Whitehall 
hare.  'Tis  a  fool's  chase  and  a  rogue's  quarry. 
And  the  Duke  hath  gotten  you  by  the  lug  with 
promise  of  favour  when  he  shall  be  King.  But 
mark,  my  Lord,  he's  not  King  yet — and  if  the 
Stuart  have  his  way.,,  he'll  not  be,  neither.  And 
if  the  Dutchman  have  his  way,  he'll  not  be, 
neither.  And  if  you  do  insist  on  working  out 
his  plans  and  nosing  on  his  trail,  you'll  not  be, 
neither — for  without  sign  or  reason  Henry 
Bennet  will  be  effaced  as  thoroughly  as  was  my 
Lord  Clarendon  awhile  back  for  meddling  with 
what  did  not  concern  him." 
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"  All  this  is  mere  intimidation,  my  Lord,  and 
hath  no  bearing  on  the  matter  in  hand." 

"  Under  your  favour,  there  you're  wrong. 
It  is  most  vitally  connected  with  this  matter, 
inasmuch  as  here  lieth  the  hub  and  circum- 
stance. I  cannot  tell  you  all,  my  Lord.  But, 
you'll  admit — a  'priori — that  the  King  doth 
often  call  me  to  his  private  counsels." 

"  Not  lately,  my  Lord."     This  was  a  trifle 
spiteful,  for  this  very  point — the  King's  con- 
fidence in  Rochester — was  a  very  sore  point 
with  many  of  the  royal  advisers. 
The  Earl  smiled. 

"  Sure,  my  Lord,  you  know  full  well  the 
royal  favour's  like  an  April  day,  and  when  we 
least  expect  it,  the  sun  shines  through  the 
storm.  This  lady  on  my  arm  hath  been  the 
beauteous  cause  of  our  disaffection,  and  very 
sure  am  I  she'll  pull  things  straight  betwixt 
Charles  Stuart  and  me,  long,  long  before 
you'll  clear  this  muddle  for  yourself  if  you 
insist  on  playing  cat's  paw  for  the  Duke  of 
York." 

"  His  Royal  Highness  is  my  friend,  my 
Lord." 

"  Psha  !  didst  ever  know  James  to  be  his  own 
friend,  let  alone  another  man's  ?  He'll  bring  the 
country  'bout  his  ears  with  his  folly,  by  and  by. 
As  for  you,  my  Lord,  you  take  it  or  you  leave 
it.  I  give  you  but  a  hint.  I  can  do  no  more. 
Let  this  thing  go,  and  do  you  return  to  your 
office  with  no  rag  of  Popish  intrigue  left  about 
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your  neck  to  hang  you.  Leave  this  spy  you're 
hunting  where  he  is — at  Whitehall.  It  is  best. 
For  things  are  sometimes  other  than  they  seem, 
and  princes  have  a  way  of  picking  tools  where'er 
they  list,  and  letting  them  drop  again  when 
used.  I've  done,  my  Lord." 

He  turned  away  unconcernedly  with  Betsy 
still  on  his  arm,  and,  leading  her  to  the  window, 
sat  down  in  its  embayment  with  his  back  to  the 
company  as  if  he  had  no  other  affair  of  moment 
in  the  world  than  his  fair  companion. 

Arlington  turned  to  Ashley. 

"  My  Lord,  this  thing's  taking  queer  curves." 

"  Indeed,  my  Lord,  to  my  poor  thinking 
the  curve  hath  got  no  further  than  elliptic.  Its 
plain  eno'.  Your  Lordship  hath  been  jockeyed 
by  the  Duke  of  York  into  playing  a  game  for 
him  he  cannot  play  himself — nor  Coleman 
neither,  and  my  whimsical  friend,  yonder, 
knows  more  on  it  than  you  do.  I'd  take  his 
word  for  it,  if  I  were  you." 

"  My  Lord  of  Rochester  is  the  Court 
jester,"  observed  Arlington  disdainfully,  yet 
dubiously. 

"  Not  so,  my  Lord.  I've  known  him  all  his 
life,  and  beneath  that  fantastic  crust  there's 
more  solid  sense  and  sound  honour  in  Wilmot 
than  in  any  gallant  in  England.  If  you  take 
him  on  his  own  recognisance,  you'll  find  it 
profitable  trading." 

Arlington  looked  towards  the  window,  drew 
a  deep  breath,  and  prodded  the  floor  with  the 
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ferrule  of  his  cane.  Then  he  pulled  himself  up 
to  his  native  importance.  His  most  convin- 
cing creed  was  the  dignity  of  Henry  Bennet,  and 
anything  which  threatened  its  downfall  was 
exquisitely  unpalatable.  In  spite  of  what  he 
said,  he  had  known  Lord  Rochester  to  be  right 
before.  Nobody  ever  knew  what  secrets  Lord 
Rochester  held  the  key  of.  High  or  low, 
'twas  all  the  same.  In  the  depth  of  a  seeming 
banality — from  the  height  of  his  apparently 
careless  indifference — a  word  or  two — the  sort 
of  hint  he  had  vouchsafed  to  Arlington  himself 
— would  serve  to  show  to  Peer  or  Peasant — 
Superior,  Equal,  or  Dependent — that  some 
knowledge  they  held  sacred  to  themselves  was 
shared  by  this  surface  hedonist. 

Lord  Arlington  decided. 

"  I  take  your  word  for  this,  my  Lord."  He 
said  it  warningly,  as  if,  in  the  event  of  finding 
Lord  Rochester's  prognostications  groundless, 
and  only  a  means  to  get  rid  of  him,  he  would 
take  drastic  measures  to  avenge  himself. 

Rochester  answered  with  serene  sang-froid 
and  a  half-turned  head. 

"  It's  very  good  of  you.  Is  there  aught  else 
I  can  offer  to  your  Lordship  ?  " 

"  Your  countenance  ever,  my  Lord."  Lord 
Arlington  spoke  with  severe  politeness. 

Lord  Rochester  laughed. 

"  Sure,  my  Lord,  you'd  rather  have  Jack 
Wilmot  at  the  side  than  in  the  front  of  you. 
The  state  and  mesne  of  Arlington  requires  no 
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fool  in  cap  and  bells  to  cry  it  on  the  highway. 
Nay,  nay,  I  mean  not  to  affront  your  Lordship. 
We'll  be  better  friends,  you  and  I,  for  your 
treatment  of  me  in  this  matter." 

He  rose  from  the  window  seat  with  one  of 
his  winning  smiles  and  lithe  movements,  and 
offered  his  hand  to  the  doubting,  punctilious 
noble. 

Lord  Arlington  took  his  hand  with  a  stiff 
little  bow,  and  passed  the  like  attention  on  to 
Ashley  ;  lowered  the  bow  to  the  ladies,  each  in 
turn,  and  left  the  room,  followed  by  its  owner, 
and  presently  by  its  owner's  wife — leaving 
Rochester  and  Mistress  Malet  together,  sitting 
in  the  window. 
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THE  SKID 

"  WHO  is  this  Frenchman,  Wilmot,  that  he 
should  cause  such  coil  and  pother  ?  " 

"  I  may  not  tell  you,  sweetheart.  Sure,  how 
it  grieves  me  to  deny." 

"  You  know  ?  " 

"  'Tis  all  your  fault  I  know." 

"  How's  that  ?  " 

"  You  brought  me  his  credentials — styles  and 
titles — writ  on  the  parchment  given  you  by 
the  Queen." 

"  That  silly  piece  of  paper  !  Why,  there 
was  nought  on  it  save  a  scrawl  a  child  would 
better  with  a  cinder-stick." 

"  Things  are  not  always  what  they  seem,  my 
bonnie  Bess,"  repeated  Rochester.  "  Do  you 
not  remember  what  I  asked  you  when  I  held 
the  paper  o'er  the  fire  ?  J: 

"  Nay,  truly,  I  remember  little  save  that  my 
head  was  in  a  whirl,  and  verily,  'tis  none  so 
steady  now.  My  faith  !  That  fellow  hath 
caused  me  do  what  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
justify  to  my  conscience,  John.  I've  come  to 
you,  driven  by  slanderous  tongues  as  with  steel 
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thongs,  in  guise  that,  were  it  known,  would 
drive  me  from  the  Court  and  all  society — and 
from  my  grand'ther's  house — and  my  mother's 
face — and  all.  You  took  me  to  Alsatia,  you  limb 
of  mischief  !  Oh,  that  wants  a  tall  forgiving  ! 
I  know  not  yet  if  I  can  bring  myself  to  pardon 
it.  (Now,  John,  begone  !  This  garb  is  my 
Lady  Ashley's,  and  you  mustn't  rumple  it.) 
Witness  the  lies  I've  told  this  morning  !  Why, 
my  confessor  would  give  me  penance  a  yard 
long  for  such  shameless  double  dealing." 

"  My  precious  life  !  I'll  be  your  confessor 
myself,  and  you  shall  confide  in  no  other, 
and  your  penance  shall  be  imprisonment — 
for  always — just  here."  He  took  her  in  his 
arms,  ruthlessly  regardless  of  Lady  Ashley's 
fineries. 

"  Why  should  you  put  the  blame  of  all  these 
great  enormities  on  that  poor  French  boy  ?  " 

"  Well,  if  he  hadn't  wanted  to  cut  your 
Lordship  out  and  marry  me,  they  wouldn't 
have  happened." 

His  arms  fell  from  her.  The  events  of  the 
last  forty-eight  hours  had  been  so  cumulative 
and  engrossing  that  he  had  had  no  time  to 
think  what  this  careless  remark  meant.  How 
that  bilious  piece  of  parchment  had  altered  the 
complexion  of  things  !  He  rose  and  left  her, 
and  stood  once  more  against  the  chimney  in  his 
former  attitude. 

"  Bess !  " 

"  Yes." 
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"  Dost  say  the  Frenchman  asketh  you  to 
marry  him  ?  ': 

"  Indeed,  he  hath — time  and  again." 

Rochester  spoke  to  the  fire. 

"  Do  they  do  such  things — his  people  ?  And 
yet  his  father  must  have  married  his  mother, 
and  York  took  Anne  Hyde  to  lawful  wife."  He 
trailed  off  in  self-communion.  How  would 
this  fair  woman  who  had  risked  so  much  for 
him  treat  him  later  on,  if,  through  him — 
through  a  love  which  might  be  fanned  to  cool- 
ness by  this  very  act — she  lost — she  lost 

"  Bess !  " 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  John  ?  " 

"  I  scarcely  know.  This  thing  you  tell  me 
hath  put  me  in  a  mighty  froth  and  doubt.  If 
this  noble  youth  be  minded  to  wed  with  you 
in  open  legality,  I  know  not  how  you'd  take 
me,  by  and  by — if  I  stand  in  your  way." 

"  Take  you — by  and  by — if  the  Frenchman 
wed  me  !  Wilmot !  " 

"  Oh,  Bess,  my  dearest,  sweetest  woman,  you 
cannot  know  and  I  cannot  tell.  Good  lack  ! 
good  lack  !  There's  writ  upon  that  miserable 
rag  things  that  might  make  even  you  to  change 
and  grieve  anon  because  you'd  been  precipitate. 
Beloved  wench  !  the  state  he  offers  you  in  open 
matrimony  encompasseth  the  trimmings  of  a 
throne.  That  foolish  lad  who  standeth  at  the 
pleasure  of  the  Queen  could  chuck  three  king- 
doms into  your  dear  lap.  There  !  I  cannot  speak 
you  plainer.  And,  if  this  be  so,  my  incompar- 
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able  Bess,  where  comes  John  Wilmot  in  the 
running  ?  A  bad  outsider  with  his  poor 
accommodation  and  his  bankrupt  repute,  and 
nought  to  offer  but  his  life  and  love.  No,  no, 
it  will  not  do.  At  least,  I'd  have  you  think 
on  it.  What  am  I  that  I  should  stand  in  your 
way  to  a  place  which  would  fit  you  like  a  glove  ? 
My  love,  my  love,  'tis  best  you  let  me  go  my 
way." 

She  got  up  from  the  stool  on  which  she  sat, 
listening  to  him  in  amazement,  and,  coming 
out  of  the  window  seat,  walked  to  the  chimney 
where  he  stood,  and  laid  her  two  hands  on  his 
shoulders. 

"  John,  do  you  love  me  ?  " 

"  Love  you  !  "  The  echo  of  the  ejaculation 
seemed  to  come  back  from  the  wainscot  of  the 
old  room  in  a  low  moan  of  despair,  and  the 
laugh  with  which  he  followed  it  might  well 
have  been  a  sob. 

"  You  have  called  me  your  good  angel,  John, 
time  agone." 

"  I'll  call  you  my  good  angel  when  I'm 
dying." 

"  You  styled  me  out  in  public  place  your 
'  votive  saint,'  belikened  me  to  the  Queen  of 
Heaven — a  naughty  blasphemy,  my  dear,  dear 
Lord,  but  just  like  you.  They  told  me  of  it — 
they  who  heard  it.  Then  why,  if  you  do  rate 
me  thus,  should  you  sort  me  with  Barlow  and 
Villiers  and  Keroual  ?  " 

"  Bess !  " 
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"  It  is  all  very  well  to  say  '  Bess.'  But  you 
say  this  boy  could  offer  me  three  kingdoms.  If 
he  were  to  offer  me  thirty  kingdoms — the 
kingdoms  of  the  earth  and  all  that  they  contain 
— I  would  not  have  the  black-eyed  rascal  to 
my  husband.  If  he  held  the  crown  of  England 
o'er  my  head,  I'd  shy  from  it  and  fly  to  him  I 
want  to  marry,  and  that  is  your  unworthy 
self." 

She  let  go  of  him  and  stood  apart,  making 
those  matchless  eyes  to  flash  and  sparkle. 
"  And  now  I  come  to  think  on  it,  as  your  Lord- 
ship bids  me  ;  you  are,  and  must  be,  most 
unworthy,  for,  verily,  you're  doubting  me — 
and  that  is  ten  times  worse  than  my  sin  to  you 
which  I've  confessed.  If  we  come  to  bits  at 
all,  we'll  break  on  that,  my  Lord." 

He  gave  a  queer  little  gulp  of  a  cry,  and 
springing  from  his  immobile  posture,  threw 
himself  at  her  feet,  and  caught  the  whole  of  her 
in  a  passionate  embrace,  leaning  his  head 
against  her  heart — for,  like  Rosalind's  with 
Orlando,  "  he  reached  just  as  high  "  as  he 
knelt — and  looked  up  into  her  face. 

"  My  all  that's  good  and  most  complete  ! 
You  are  my  saint — my  angel — and  my  queen 
of  heaven,  earth,  and  all  that  endless  whirling 
series  of  worlds  of  which  Descartes  hath  told  us 
all  so  often.  If  this  is  blasphemy,  why,  sure, 
I'll  be  blasphemer  till  my  jaw  drops — for,  as  I 
said  just  now,  I'll  call  on  you  when  this 
wretched  farce  of  life  is  at  its  tag  and  ending. 
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Doubt  you  !  Good  God  Almighty  !  what  a 
thing  !  I'd  as  soon  doubt  that  same  regular 
and  relentless  clearing  of  the  human  lumber. 
You  cannot  mean  you'd  so  misunderstand  me." 

She  could  not  carry  it  on.  He  was  so 
earnest,  so  sincere,  so  fair  to  look  on  in  his 
self-abasement  and  his  extenuation  of  a  fault 
she  knew  well  he  had  not  committed.  She 
bent  down  and  swept  his  forehead  with  her  lips. 

"  Let  me  hear  no  more  on  this,  my  Lord. 
I've  told  you  if  the  Frenchman  were  the  Prince 
of  Wales  I  would  not  be  his  princess.  That's 
enough.  I  want  my  own  man — and  I've 
chosen  him  and  gone  through  much  to  get  at 
him,  and  so  hath  he  for  me,  and  what's  this 
well-born  Jesuit  imp  that  he  should  part  us  ? 
No,  no,  my  Lord — if  you,  yourself,  for  lack  of 
love  or  justice,  bid  me  go  or  beg  for  your 
discharge,  why  then — why  then — poor  Betsy 
Malet  will  take  her  conge  or  give  you  yours ; 
and — and — sure,  you  graceless  good  for  nought, 
you'll  be  a  murderer  as  well  as  a  blasphemer." 

He  spoke  no  word  in  answer.  He  only 
laughed  again — a  pregnant,  low,  melodic  caress, 
no  trace  of  sorrow  lingering — and  still  looked 
up  into  her  face,  while  his  arms  imprisoned 
her  in  a  welcome,  virile,  pulsing  cable  no  King 
of  them  all  or  any  freak  of  fortune  or  estate 
should  loosen  or  unshackle. 


XXV 
"  LOOK  !    THE  JADE'S  TO  AUCTION  " 

IN  King  Charles's  closet  was  assembled  a  con- 
ference of  four.  His  Majesty  himself — graver 
than  common — more  saturnine — ill-pleased — 
not  good  to  look  on — not  good  to  deal  with. 
His  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  York — 
haughty,  inflexible,  pig-headed — too  much  like 
his  brother  to  go  his  way — too  little  like  his 
brother  to  get  his  own.  The  specious  dark- 
featured  Jesuit  who  had  assisted  at  the  meeting 
at  Saint  James's  Palace  which  had  been 
interrupted  by  Lord  Danby.  And  lastly,  he 
whom  people  called  Henri  de  Rohan. 

He  was  the  centre  of  the  group.  He  stood 
between  the  brothers.  And  as  he  came  close 
to  the  King  even  the  most  casual  observer 
could  not  fail  to  guess  at  the  relationship  which 
bound  them.  Even  to  the  present  mood  of 
both — gloomy,  dissatisfied,  out  of  humour  with* 
each  other  and  with  the  world. 

This  little  room  was  a  Chamber  of  Truth  to 
Charles  Stuart.  When  he  entered  its  door- 
way he  left  on  its  threshold  the  front  he  gave 
the  world.  The  licentious  buffoon,  the  easy- 
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going  voluptuary  became  himself  ;  stern,  cal- 
culating, forbidding  —  deadly.  A  man  of 
purpose  who  had  a  debt  to  pay  and  a  nation 
under  his  grinding  heel. 

He  spoke  to  his  brother. 

"  I  have  brought  you  here  to  put  an  end  to 
your  attempts  at  snaring  this  youngster.  Oh, 
never  throw  up  your  head,  James  !  Don't  I 
know  the  way  they  wind  you  round  their 
fingers  ?  Yes,  De  Oliva,"  he  turned  to  the 
listening  Jesuit,  "  I  say  it  to  your  face  and  before 
all  your  tribe.  You've  known  me  since  those 
halcyon  days  back  in  Jersey,  when  this  lad's 
mother  gave  me  three  short  years  of  wedded 
bliss — the  only  really  good  time  I've  ever  had  ! 
and  I've  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  your 
policies  will  burn  your  own  fingers  and  the 
thatch  of  your  establishment.  The  English  are 
a  queer  people — like  stubborn,  unruly  children. 
You  rate  them  and  thwack  them  with  your 
commands  and  your  rules,  and  they  turn  stiff- 
necked,  immovable,  impossible — and  finally  on 
you,  and  rend  you.  Become  a  mountebank 
and  carry  to  market  a  creel  full  of  bladders. 
Let  them  fly,  and  the  fools  will  catch  at  them 
and  follow  you  where'er  you  list — into  your 
arms — into  the  very  lap  of  your  desires.  I'm 
straight  and  open  with  you,  brother  James.  I 
should  be  sad  to  think  of  you  as  King  of  Eng- 
land. We  both  have  had  slight  reason  to  love 
this  race — albeit,  methinks,  the  bulk  of  it  had 
no  mind  to  the  tragedy  that  blasted  our  youth 
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and  blighted  our  lives.  Our  poor  father — his 
last  message — '  Remember  !  ' — to  me — and  you 
after — his  sons — eh  well  ! — 'tis  long  ago — psha  ! 
it  maddens  me  !  "  He  trailed  off  in  disjointed, 
jerky  sentences,  and,  brusquely  turning  his 
back,  walked  to  the  window,  where  he  stood 
looking  out  until  his  working  features  had 
calmed,  and  he  again  faced  the  Duke  of  York. 
"  I  say  that,  badly  as  I  feel  sometimes  towards 
these  English  and  their  Government  of  jugglers 
down  yonder,  I  think  that  the  storm  which 
would  break  upon  their  heads  if  you  were  King 
would  be  broad  penance  even  for  their  crime. 
I  know  your  dream  is  to  step  into  my  shoes." 
The  Duke  sprang  a  disclaimer.  "  Tush,  man  ! 
we  need  not  be  at  pains  to  play  double  here  in 
this  room.  We  know  each  other  very  well, 
you  and  I.  Little  as  I  love  the  English,  I'd 
prevent  the  disaster  of  a  cankerous  Theocracy — 
which  is  the  very  lunacy  of  Absolutism.  Yes, 
De  Oliva,  I  would.  Where  would  my  brother 
be,  by  and  by,  with  you  and  yours  about  him  ? 
By  God's  fish,  I'm  no  fool,  if  he  is.  Now,  to 
come  to  the  point  at  prick.  Why  have  you 
tried  to  hobble  this  lad  ever  since  he  lodged  at 
Dover  Castle  and  Colombier  came  thither  ?  " 

"  I — brother  ?  You  are  unjust — more  un- 
just than  common,  tho'  one  would  scarcely 
think  that  possible." 

"  I  dare  say.  You  have  a  visage  which 
showeth  indignation  well.  But  high  looks  and 
tall  words  don't  alter  facts.  If  you  had  gotten 
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this  lad  to  Saint  James's,  what  would  you  have 
done  with  him  ?  ': 

"  Treated  him  in  all  courtesy  and  civility.    I 
have  never  tried  to  win  the  boy." 

"  No,  but  you  have  set  Nance  on  to  get 
clutch  of  that  two-faced  fly-by-night,  Bet 
Malet — because  you  heard  he'd  set  his  heart 
on  her  and  would  follow  her  as  in  olden  days 
I,  myself,  hunted  his  mother.  To  what  end  ? 
For  what  purpose  ?  Bah,  James.  'Tis  the 
very  parody  of  hypocrisy  !  If  he  had  gone  to 
Saint  James's,  you'd  have  spirited  him  away 
somehow — he'd  have  disappeared — to  the  Pole 
— to  the  Plantations — or  the  Devil — as  soon  as 
De  Oliva  here  had  set  eyes  on  him  and  knew 
him  for  James  la  Cloche,  my  lawfully  begotten 
son — the  heir  to  the  English  Throne  when  I 
choose  to  establish  my  marriage  with  his 
mother.  I  have  sent  for  you  both  to-day — to 
show  him  to  you  so — that  no  further  foolish 
angling  may  put  us  to  dismay.  If  aught 
befalls  the  lad  hereafter,  I'll  look  to  you  both 
to  answer  it.  Give  this  message  to  the 
Duchess's  confessor,  Colombier — whose  guess 
at  things  in  the  dying  wanderings  of  our 
mother  have  set  it  all  agog — and  let  drop." 

The  priest  and  the  Duke  looked  at  each  other. 
The  Duke  spoke : 

"  Brother,    you    have    done    me   great    in- 
justice." 

The  King  smiled — a  queer  contraction,  but 
he  said  nothing. 
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"  What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  I  have  the 
right  at  least  to  know." 

Charles  turned  with  his  characteristic  in- 
difference to  the  young  man  whom  he  had  just 
acknowledged  as  his  first-born. 

"  Tell  them  what  you  mean  to  do,"  he  said 
with  a  strange  emphasis. 

"  I  will  stay  in  this  land — if  I  can  have  my 
way,"  said  James  Stuart — he  who  at  St. 
Omer's  was  called  La  Cloche,  and  who  had  come 
to  England  as  De  Rohan.  He  spoke  equably 
and  without  heat,  and  he  looked  at  his  father 
out  of  the  eyes  which  bound  them  so  decisively 
as  parent  and  child. 

"  Show  them  your  way  as  far  as  you  yourself 
have  shaped  it,"  said  his  father. 

"  I  wish  to  wed  the  lady  of  my  choice,  and 
if  I  cannot  do  that,  I  will  return  to  France — 
to  St.  Omer's — and  become  subject  to  my  good 
Father  Rector  here." 

The  good  Father  Rector  said  nothing.  He 
nodded  his  head  as  if  the  plan  would  suit  as 
well  as  another.  Uncle  or  nephew,  it  was  all 
one.  He  stood  with  his  hands  hidden  in  his 
wide  sleeves,  after  his  habit,  and  pinched  in  his 
lips  in  silence. 

The  Duke  of  York  started.  His  nephew's 
decision  was  news  to  him. 

The  King  shrugged. 

"  You  hear,  brother.  That  crafty  gipsy — 
Donamore's  grandchild — stands  between  you 
and  the  Throne  of  England." 

P 
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The  Duke  of  York  laughed  a  laugh  of  scorn 
and  dubiety. 

"  My  nephew  will  not  hang  his  life  and 
prospects  on  so  rotten  a  thread,"  he  said. 

"  God's  fish  !  I  know  not  why  he  should 
not  hang  his  life  on  a  woman's  word  !  'Tis  as 
good  currency  as  a  priest's  justification,  any- 
how." 

James  bit  his  lip.  The  royal  sarcasm  was 
ever  levelled  at  his  subserviency  to  sacerdotal 
authority. 

"  Your  Majesty  is  a  man  of  liberal  opinion," 
he  said  coldly. 

"  Not  so.  I  see  things  as  they  are.  And  no 
man  sways  me  by  a  spurious  and  traditional 
power.  Here's  your  nephew  tradeth  with  both 
earth  and  heaven  like  a  kennel  pedlar.  He'll 
have  the  woman  or  a  cassock.  The  flesh-pots 
of  Egypt  or  God  Almighty.  You  go  t'other 
way.  You  pitch  the  Mass  and  a  council 
choked  with  Jesuits  against  the  English  Magna 
Charta  and  the  talk-shop  at  Westminster. 
Which  is  like  to  kick  the  beam,  think  you  ?  For 
my  part,  I  know  not  which  is  the  silliest 
investment  o'  th'  lot.  Anyway,  I'll  dump  my 
holding  on  no  bubble  of  them  all.  Go.  I've 
done.  If  you  stay  here,  I'll  be  mum  as  is  our 
friend  the  Rector  General,  who  thinketh  much 
and  giveth  nought.  I've  said  my  say,  and  have 
shown  you  all  you  want  to  know." 

After  this  broad  hint  there  was  nothing  left 
to  do  but  to  break  up  the  unsatisfied  and 
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unsatisfactory  meeting,  which  had  resulted,  as 
all  Charles's  conferences  did,  in  discomfiture 
and  heartburnings — tags  and  thrums. 

When  the  room  was  clear  he  turned  to  his 
son. 

"Go,"  he  said.  "Go  to  the  Queen's 
apartments.  I'll  fetch  this  matter  off  if  it  be 
possible — for  the  love  I  bore  your  mother,  lad. 
You  are  self-willed  and  obstinate,  and  much 
too  priest-ridden.  In  faith,  what  with  your 
uncle  and  yourself,  this  land  of  pompous 
psalm-singers  and  sottish  boors  is  like  to  be 
hoisted  bodkin  'twixt  the  Devil  and  the  Deep 
Sea." 

He  dismissed  his  son,  and  leaving  the  room 
took  his  way  with  his  slow,  deliberate,  un- 
alterable step  to  the  suite  of  apartments 
which  had  been  lately  assigned  to  Madame  de 
Keroual. 

The  artful  little  Frenchwoman  assumed  a 
mighty  great  pleasure  at  seeing  him.  One  who 
had  marked  her  face  on  the  night  she  crept  to 
Rochester's  room  would  have  surely  lamented 
over  its  alteration.  Not  that  it  had  grown  less 
piquant  or  less  attractive  in  its  own  peculiar 
way  of  fascination,  but  that,  in  its  young  and 
still  girlish  contour,  there  had  grown  a  hardening 
of  the  muscles — a  callous  utilitarianism — a 
something  repellent  that  was  not  there  before. 
She  had  been  taught  her  lesson  well.  She  had 
learnt  it  aptly.  She  would  apply  it  under  the 
schoolmaster  chosen  for  her — but  be  sure  they 
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who  had  slain  her  love  and  honour  should  pay 
a  heavy  la  wing. 

"  Tell  me  again  how  you  found  the  boy, 
mignonne.  How  it  came  to  pass  that  when  I 
got  home  he  was  safe  with  you." 

"  Ma  foi !  your  Majesty  is  slow.  Let  us 
see  if  I  remember — it  is  days  ago.  Oh  aye  ! 
Je  me  rappelle  !  Lisette,  my  woman,  go  to  see 
her  friend — my  Lord  Rochester's  housekeeper 
— at  ze  'ouse  'e  rent  in  ze  Lane  of  ze  Strand. 
Oh,  oui.  Sacristi !  Let  us  talk  in  my  tongue." 

"  Go  on,  go  on,  good  French  or  bad  English, 
'tis  all  one,  ma  mie." 

"  Well  then,  my  woman  went  to  see  her 
gossip,  and  there  she  saw  a  young  man  whom 
she  guessed  to  be  no  man  at  all,  but  just  a 
wench.  My  Lord  of  Rochester  presently  came 
and  took  the  young  man  away  with  him.  My 
woman  knew  whither  they  were  bound,  and  to 
see  the  end  of  it — for  people  of  her  class  are 
ever  prying — as  this  goal  was  near  her  home, 
she  followed.  The  place  they  went  to  is — not 
nice,  she  says — a  place  where  rogues  consort, 
and  brawls  are  common." 

The  King  nodded.  He  was  one  of  the 
rogues  who  occasionally  consorted  there,  and 
an  Alsatian  melee  was  no  novelty  to  the  Majesty 
of  England. 

"  One  of  these  brawls  occurring,  my  woman 
rescued  the  young  man  she  had  thought  a 
wench  from  danger  and  brought  him  to  me. 
I  know  not  why  save  that  she  found  him  of  my 
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country — a  young  man  after  all — and  the 
Queen's  missing  gentleman." 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes."  The  King  leaned  forward, 
elbow  on  knee,  and  bit  his  nails  reflectively. 

"  What  did  he  want  at  Rochester's  ?  " 

"  To  pick  a  quarrel  with  my  Lord  over 
Mistress  Malet.  They  have  sworn  to  fight  for 
that  girl." 

The  King  started  up  and  began  to  pace  the 
room. 

"  Methought  Jack  Wilmot  had  come  of  that 
infatuation." 

"  Infatuation — psha  !  it  may  be  so — but 
she's  a  slyboots,  and  the  harder  a  thing  is  to 
get,  the  more  a  man  hankers  for  it.  If  I  were 
your  Majesty  I  would  let  him  have  her." 

"  I  have  other  plans  for  her." 

"  Then  don't  arrange  them  without  reckon- 
ing Rochester." 

"  He  cannot  have  her." 

"  He  won't  ask  your  leave.  He'll  run  away 
with  her  again."  She  snapped  her  finger  and 
thumb.  "  He  does  not  care  that  for  you.  It 
is  all  boiled  up  to  seething  betwixt  them  once 
more." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  My  faith  !   the  world  knows." 

"  They  say  he  has  left  the  Strand." 

"  So  he  hath.  Your  Majesty  turned  the 
tipstaves  into  the  house.  He  says  it  smelleth 
musty  of  the  dogs,  so  he  hath  shut  it  up  and 
betaken  himself  to  Portugal  Row." 
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"You  know  a  great  deal  about  this  man, 
Louise." 

"  'Tis  common  talk.  His  doings  are  open- 
air  traffic." 

Charles  took  the  room  again  in  deep  thought. 
Finally,  he  turned  to  her  and  held  forth  his 
hand. 

"  Oh,  you  have  given  me  a  short  and  chilly 
time,"  she  said  reproachfully.  "  What  have 
I  done  ?  " 

"  Nought,  sweetheart.  But  I  have  a  matter 
which  presseth  me  more  than  common — so 
low  as  to  get  in  the  way  of  our  pleasures.  Fear 
not.  'Tis  but  au  revoir." 

"  Whither  do  you  go  ?  " 

"  To  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields — to  Portugal 
Row." 

"  Alone  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  alone." 


XXVI 
IN  PORTUGAL  ROW 

LOUISE  de  Keroual  was  right.  The  house  in 
the  Strand  had  become  distasteful  to  the 
fastidious  Earl.  The  notion  of  a  raid  on  his 
privacy  did  not  suit  with  his  ideas  of  the  fitness 
of  things.  Then,  too,  Stillingfleet's  duplicity 
had  to  be  punished  by  instant  dismissal  from 
his  service.  The  death  of  one — to  a  certain 
extent — confidential  servitor,  and  the  banish- 
ment of  another,  disorganised  my  Lord's 
establishment. 

So  he  broke  up  this  exotic  household,  and 
returned  to  his  own  habitual  home  further 
towards  the  City,  and  not  upon  the  riverside. 

He  had  left  the  house  in  Portugal  Row  in  a 
fit  of  restlessness,  and  when  the  Fates  had 
seemed  to  frown  upon  his  love  affairs.  Now, 
his  old  affection  for  this  somewhat  gloomy 
mansion  returned  with  the  better  fortune 
which  had  fallen  his  way  from  the  pretty, 
bejewelled  hand  of  Mistress  Betsy,  and  he 
installed  himself  therein  with  his  staff  and 
entourage. 

One  day,  the  day  on  which  the  first  of 
231 
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winter's  frosts  bleached  the  houses  and  laced 
the  trees  in  silver,  he  took  a  rummaging  fit  into 
his  head,  and  ransacked  the  bureau  where  he 
always  penned  those  marvellous  inspirations 
which  a  sage  of  later  date  found  "  incompar- 
able." 

Old  letters,  old  papers,  scraps  and  manu- 
scripts, when  they  come  under  the  eye  of 
examination,  eat  up  time  and  raise  unthought- 
of  ghosts.  It  was  so  with  Rochester.  He 
began  with  an  indistinct  notion  of  tidying  his 
desk — of  sorting  his  scraps — and  he  ended  by 
littering  himself  with  torn  shreds.  He  was 
ashamed  of  so  much  he  had  written — of  so 
much  that  had  been  let  loose  to  please,  and 
even  to  shock,  the  pernicious  associations  which, 
for  five  black  years,  had  thrust  this  superior 
Soul  into  the  Outer  Darkness — from  which  it 
was  being  rescued  by  a  spotless  physician  whose 
gentle  touch  was  powerful  to  cure  the  plague 
of  Temptation. 

He  looked  at  the  pile  of  paper. 

"  Perchance  it  would  be  well  if  I  put  a  light 
to  it,  and  myself,  and  burned  us  all  up  together. 
I  am  not  worthy  of  thee,  my  precious  Bess. 
Oh,  if  she  pieced  those  things  down  there  and 
read  some  of  them  !  how  should  I  face  her  ? 
How  could  she  teach  our  children  to  honour 
their  father  ?  "  He  took  up  another  scrap. 
"  I  writ  this,  I  mind  me,  to  outdo  in  lewdness 
the  so-called  '  Ode  to  Modesty '  of  Sedley. 
Psha  !  'tis  sorry  stuff  !  hath  neither  point  nor 
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wit.  What  beasts  we  are  when  we  see  through 
drinking-glasses  !  " 

He  tore  it  to  fragments  and  cast  it  on  the 
heap.  Another  came  to  his  hand.  He  looked 
over  it  silently,  and,  laying  it  down,  leant  back 
on  the  chair  with  his  hand  thrust  through  his 
hair. 

"  That  may  go,"  he  muttered.  "  If  the 
folk  that  come  after  read  no  more  than  that  of 
Rochester's  vapourings,  'twill  stamp  him  as  no 
common  poetaster.  Both  Marvell  and  Milton 
have  thought  well  on't." 

The  script  so  spared  contained  his  verses  on 
"  Nothing,"  which  in  after  time  brought  the 
profound  and  critical  Samuel  Johnson's  verdict 
on  his  genius. 

There,  in  the  centre  of  the  debris,  he  sank 
into  a  day-dream,  and  the  panorama  of  his  short 
life  passed  before  him.  The  good,  happy 
childhood  under  the  tutelage  of  a  mother  he 
dearly  loved  and  a  governor  he  respected.  A 
straight,  clean  youth,  and  then — the  contami- 
nating Court ;  the  race  for  supremacy  in 
vice  as  in  all  other  things.  If  he  had  been  a 
beggared  genius,  the  man  would  have  been  a 
great  man  in  great  things.  Born  to  the  purple, 
he  would  be  great  in  something  even  though  it 
were  evil.  He  would  rule  in  Hell  rather  than 
serve  in  Heaven.  Bah  !  What  folly  !  The 
wasted  hand,  the  hectic  cheek,  the  hacking 
cough — the  train  of  ill  ending  in  misery,  death, 
and  eternal  loss  !  These  were  the  cost  of  such 
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ascendancy.  It  is  cutting  off  one's  nose  to 
spite  one's  face.  For  five  years  he  had  been 
drunk — not  with  wine,  but  with  the  whirl  and 
turmoil  of  the  fool's  vanity — until  she  came 
to  clear  away  the  miasma,  to  put  to  flight  the 
foetid  mists  of  vainglory  and  a  false  cynicism 
by  her  truth,  her  purity,  and  her  level  way  of 
looking  at  things.  He  would  go  with  her  to 
his  sweet,  wholesome,  beautiful  Woodstock,  and 
forget  these  ugly  five  years.  He  would  live 
anew,  beginning  again  from  that  strong, 
impetuous  youth  which  had  taken  the  wrong 
turning.  With  so  discreet  and  gentle  a  cicerone 
the  way  would  be  surely  straight  and  free  from 
pitfalls.  Her  own  dear  self — presently,  smaller 
editions  of  herself — little,  unsteady  feet,  tink- 
ling, elfin  voices,  tiny,  caressing  hands,  masses  of 
fluff  and  finery — Rochester  smiled  at  the 
picture — these  to  take  place  of  wine-bibbing, 
gambling,  the  society  of  women  whose  only 
property  of  their  sex  was  its  form !  He 
shuddered,  and  rising  from  his  chair  picked  up 
the  litter  of  torn  paper  by  handfuls  and  cast 
it  on  the  fire. 

He  was  still  so  employed  and  still  in  deep 
thought  when  a  voice  spoke  to  him : 

"  God's  fish,  John  !  Art  trying  to  start 
another  London  fire  ?  " 

Rochester  looked  round,  and,  getting  up  with 
the  fire  shovel  with  which  he  had  been  feeding 
the  flame  in  his  hand,  greeted  the  King  with 
his  customary  coolness.  Charles  knew  the 
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ways  of  this  house,  although  he  had  never  been 
to  see  his  friend  in  his  Strand  lodging.  The 
royal  countenance  was  turned  against  the 
scapegoat  after  the  attempted  abduction  of  the 
royal  ward. 

"  I  am  blithe  to  see  your  Majesty  again," 
said  the  Earl. 

"  Aye,  so  am  I — blithe  to  be  with  you — for 
you  are  ever  near  my  heart,  John.  What  are 
you  doing  ?  ': 

"  Burning  paper,"  answered  John  laconically. 

"  Love  letters  ?  " 

"  Truly  there's  much  in  that  rubbish  heap 
of  the  baser  sort  of  love  that  you  and  I  have 
known,  but — no — there  are  no  love  letters 
there.  The  mass  of  smouldering  tinder  is  the 
silent  witness  of  the  prostitution  of  a  power 
that  might  have  been  better  employed.  Your 
Majesty  hath  business  with  me  ?  " 

He  drew  the  heap  on  the  floor  together  with 
his  foot  preparatory  to  refilling  the  fire  shovel. 
He  felt  none  too  civil  to  Charles  Stuart.  A 
prognostic  that  this  confidential  visit  boded  no 
good  to  him  seemed  to  have  fastened  on  his 
mind.  And  he  awaited  its  issue  with  a  sense 
of  resistance  as  he  placed  the  chair  from  which 
he  had  risen  at  the  disposal  of  his  illustrious 
visitor. 

The  King  sat  down.  He  was  very  silent, 
and  he  made  a  little  gesture  with  his  hand. 

"  Go  on  with  what  you  were  doing.  Don't 
let  me  disturb  you  !  " 
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Rochester  cast  a  new  shovelful  on  to  the  fire, 
and  started  a  flame  up  the  chimney.  The  King 
stared  at  it,  and  bit  his  nails  pensively.  At 
last,  he  spoke  with  only  the  side  slits  of  his 
coal-black  eyes  visible. 

"  None  of  these  torn  papers  have  a  crypto- 
gram writ  on  them,  John,  have  they  ?  " 
*-  Rochester  made  no  answer  in  words.  He 
simply  rose  from  his  crouching  posture,  laid 
down  the  shovel,  and,  going  to  the  bureau 
behind  the  King's  chair,  fetched  from  it  the 
parchment  the  Queen  had  given  to  Mistress 
Malet.  This  he  handed,  without  word  or 
comment,  to  Charles. 

"  Hast  mastered  it  ?  "  enquired  his  Majesty. 

Rochester  nodded. 

"  You  know ?  " 

"  I  know."  He  went  back  to  his  occupation 
as  if  the  knowledge  was  quite  unimportant  and 
immaterial. 

"  It  is  an  accident  that  hath  brought  the 
knowledge  to  you  ?  ': 

"  Quite  an  accident." 

"  What  was  the  accident  ?  How  came  it  to 
pass  that  this  paper  fell  your  way  ?  " 

Rochester  glanced  up  at  Charles's  dark  face 
from  amidst  the  tangle  of  his  curls.  He  was 
well  aware  that  the  King  knew  all  about  the 
mere  incident  of  the  parchment's  journeyings. 
He  knew  that  Charles  was  probing,  and  in  that 
side  glance  he  let  him  see  that  he  knew  it. 

He  answered  quite  readily. 
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"  My  dear  lady  doubted  me — (methinks,  if 
she  could  read  some  of  this  fustian,  she'd  doubt 
me  more.  Let's  make  haste  to  get  rid  of  it !) 
She  hit  on  a  plan  to  find  me  out — instead  of 
which  she  found  me  in,  and  gave  me  that  paper 
from  her  Majesty,  knowing  nought  on't  her- 
self. The  accidents  which  showed  me  the  soul 
of  the  thing  were  the  time  o'  night  and  the 
firelight." 

"  Your  lady  doubted  you  ?  What  lady's 
that  ?  " 

"  Mistress  Elizabeth  Malet.  She  who  is  to 
be  Countess  of  Rochester." 

"  You  have  reckoned  without  me,  John." 

"  Your  Majesty  will  not  foil  me  again,  I 
trust.  The  lady  is  willing  and  her  people  are 
bending." 

"  That's  nought.  You  cannot  wed  Bess 
Malet  without  my  leave." 

"  But  you  will  give  her  to  me."  It  was 
almost  supplicatory — musical — low — intense. 

"  No."     It  was  decisive. 

Rochester  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  his  eyes 
scintillated. 

"  She  is  not  for  him  !  " 

"  She  must  be  for  him." 

"  Sir,  it  is  a  sacrilege." 

"  My  Lord,  it  is  a  necessity." 

"  A  cruel  necessity" 

It  was  rapped  out  on  the  moment — on  the 
incorrigible  wit  of  the  man  who  would  play  on 
a  word  or  an  idea  in  his  most  vital  straits.  The 
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reminder  which  that  remark  of  three  short 
words  contained  touched  the  very  fulcrum  of 
Charles  Stuart's  existence.  Like  a  stray  note 
of  music — like  the  tone  of  a  passing  voice — it 
brought  back  the  memory  of  the  Past.  It 
showed  up  the  Promise  of  the  Future — the 
wreckage  of  his  house — the  extinction  of  his 
line — the  triumph  of  those  bloodthirsty  regi- 
cides who  had  thus  justified  the  murder  of  his 
father.  It  was  the  most  inauspicious  thing 
John  Wilmot  could  have  said. 

The  King,  too,  rose,  and  they  faced  each 
other. 

Charles's  swarthy  cheek  was  suffused  by  a 
turgid  flush.  Unlike  his  companion,  and  most 
other  men,  when  he  was  perturbed  or  angered, 
his  eyes  dulled  to  a  disconcerting  obscurity. 
Now  they  showed  no  outward  sign  of  the  lash 
with  which  his  "  bosom  friend "  had  just 
struck  the  very  soul  of  him.  But  Wilmot  had 
seen  this  phenomenon  before  in  his  royal 
gossip's  secret  moments.  He  knew  the  danger 
lying  behind  those  lack  lustre  clouded  features. 

Charles's  words  came  low  and  jerkily. 

"  Yes — I  know.  Life  is  full — of  such  things 
— such  sacrifices.  You  and  I  have  tried  a 
round  with  the  Fate  of  it,  and  we  are  pigmies, 
and  Destiny  is  the  dark,  senseless,  soulless 
planet  which  blacks  out  our  sun  and  crushes  us 
to  nought.  Think  you  that  my  life  has  been 
such  a  May  day  that  I  cannot  know  what  such 
wrenches  cost  ?  Listen  to  me." 
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Rochester  let  his  own  blue  sparks  meet  those 
darkened  optics  for  a  fraction  of  time,  but  he 
said  nothing. 

"  You  have  come  splash,  unawares,  into  the 
most  hidden  Lethean  stream  of  my  life,  John. 
You  know — what  few  others  know.  This  lad 
is  the  son  of  my  dear,  dead  wife.  The  sweetest 
creature  !  I  mind  me  well  how,  when  he 
married  us,  I  vowed  if  e'er  I  came  into  my  own, 
I'd  make  De  Oliva  Primate  of  all  England.  I 
marvel  what  they'd  say  in  their  bauble  fair  if 
I  made  him  now — Johannes  Cantuar  !  What 
had  I  done  in  those  clean,  innocent  days  that 
she  he  gave  to  me  to  wife  should  have  been 
taken  from  me  ?  " 

A  caustic  comment  trembled  on  Rochester's 
lips.  At  least,  the  woman  died.  She  had  not 
been  sent  to  market  and  sold  as  a  movable 
chattel.  But,  for  a  wonder,  he  kept  silence, 
and  only  looked  at  the  King. 

"  Her  son  is  Prince  of  Wales — if  I  choose  to 
make  him  so." 

Charles  rose  and  trod  the  floor  to  and  fro. 
"  Wilmot,  do  you  know  the  value  to  this  nation 
— to  my  house — of  a  lineal  heir  to  its  crown  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  well.  I  should  advise  your  Majesty 
to  instate  James  Stuart  in  his  rights  and 
privileges  without  delay." 

"  I  cannot  do  it  without  your  help." 

"  Sire  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  the  first  time  my  house  has  relied 
on  yours.  My  poor  father  got  no  hesitancy 
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out  of  my  Lord  Wilmot  when  he  asked  for  help 
or  sacrifice.    You  and  yours   are   switched  to 
the  House  of  Stuart." 
"  I  have  no  wish  to  change  my  faith,  sir." 
"  In  order  that  the  House  of  Stuart  may 
stand,  you  must  change  your  wife,  my  Lord." 
"  May  I   ask — with  all  deference — why  ?  " 
It  was  ominously  quiet  and  polite. 

"  Because  if  James  Stuart  cannot  wed  with 
Elizabeth  Malet  he  will,  in  spite  of  me  and  all 
that  I  can  say,  renounce  his  rights  and  take 
the  cassock  of  the  Jesuit,  and  leave  the  country 
to  the  tender  mercies  of  my  idiot  of  a  brother, 
York." 

"  He  is  young.  It  is  the  spleen  of  a  moment." 
"  He  is  firm,  and  he  is  my  son,  my  Lord." 
"  Your  Majesty  has  other  sons." 
"  So  their  mothers  say.    But  I  have  no  other 
wife — no,  not  even  she  who  shares  my  crown. 
You  know  it — and  you  know  how  Clarendon 
suffered  for  that  scurvy  trick.     Poor  woman, 
it  isn't  her  fault.    But,  because  I  have  got  to 
go  out  o'  doors  for  the  guerdon  which  most 
men   keep   by   their   fireside,   you    must   not 
suppose  I  can  get  a  Prince  for  the  leasing  of  a 
woman.     The  coming  of  this  lad  means  the 
salvation    of  England  and  the  submission  of 
the  Westminster  magpies." 

How  he  hated  the  Parliament !  How  he 
played  with  it  and  baulked  it  during  the  whole 
of  his  reign  !  The  men  who  had  sent  his 
father  to  the  block, 
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Rochester  listened  without  a  word.  He 
reviewed  the  situation  in  his  mind.  He  had 
done  it  before — that  morning  at  Exeter  House. 
This  was  but  a  corollary  of  what  had  ended  SQ 
sweetly  then.  He  knew  the  reality — the  solid- 
ity of  the  King's  argument.  He  knew  the 
stake  that  was  hoisted  on  its  balance — the  cure 
for  so  many  ills,  operative  and  potential,  which 
this  thing  meant.  Kingdoms  have  fallen  at  a 
woman's  word ! — have  risen  on  a  woman's 
smile  !  And  no  kingdom  ever  flourished  in 
this  world  yet  without  trampling  human  hearts 
in  its  rearing.  Carnivorous  monster !  it 
swallows  them  for  sustenance — hearts  and 
brains. 

His  eyes  fell  on  the  mass  of  smouldered 
papers  in  the  grate.  The  day-dream  of  an 
hour  ago.  Fair  Woodstock.  The  possible 
beautiful  vision  of  the  Future.  Where  was  it  ? 

He  dropped  on  to  a  chair,  and  buried  his 
face  in  his  hands  for  very  pride  lest  his  visitor 
should  see  its  breaking — its  hopeless  bankruptcy. 

"  I  cannot  give  her  up.  I  cannot  give  her 
up.  It  will  kill  me  !  "  he  muttered. 

"  I  said  that  when  this  boy's  mother  lay 
dying,"  said  the  King,  hardly.  "  But  she  went, 
all  the  same,  and  left  me  desolate." 

Rochester  started  to  his  feet  once  more. 

"  Why  should  that  matter  ?  "  he  cried. 
"  Why  should  you  dash  my  cup  down  because 
you  could  not  drain  your  own  ?  At  least  you 
had  her.  She  was  yours  and  only  yours. 

Q 
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This  greedy  boy  is  your  son  by  her.  And  I — 
you  poison  my  bread,  and  starve  me  to  death 
by  taking  it  out  of  my  mouth  to  thrust  in  his 
teeth.  It  isn't  his — it  isn't  yours — to  chuck 
about  so.  The  love  of  that  woman  is  Mine — 
Mine — Mine  !  My  whole  good  on  earth — my 
passport  to  Heaven.  You  have  no  right  to 
take  her  from  me.  What  do  I  care  for  the 
succession  of  the  English  Crown  ?  What  will 
that  arrogant  lad  do  with  it  ?  God  of  Heaven  ! 
if  he  coveteth  things  like  he  hath  mind  to 
pilfer  this  wench  from  me — they'll  crown  him 
on  the  high  road,  and  make  their  monarch  of 
a  knight  of  industry.  Sir,  by  the  love  you 
have  so  often  said  you  bear  me,  think  out  this 
thing  again,  in  mercy." 

Charles  shook  his  head.  He  overlooked  the 
outburst.  To  do  him  justice,  his  heart  was 
very  sore,  and  he  was  torn  by  many  emotions. 
Why,  in  the  name  of  all  that  was  contradictory 
and  cross,  did  the  boy  want  to  fix  his  affections 
on  this  one  woman  ? 

And  he  dared  not  have  pity  on  his  friend 
because  the  boy  resembled  him  so  much. 

"  It  cannot  be,  John.  It  cannot  be,"  he 
said  it  kindly  though  coldly. 

Wilmot  tossed  his  hair  back  wildly,  and  took 
the  room  with  long,  unsteady  strides.  When 
he  came  back  and  stood  again  before  the  King, 
he  was  dangerously  calm,  and  his  eyes  shone. 
"He  shall  have  her,"  he  said.  "But  I'll 
condition  it — with  your  leave.  For,  in  all  this 


IN  PORTUGAL  ROW  243 

huckstering  we  have  not  counted  the  woman. 
When  Elizabeth  Malet  shall  throw  me  off 
before  the  face  of  the  Court  of  England — she 
shall  go  to  him  who  can  make  her  Queen  of 
England.  She  shall  fling  me  off  as  bad  material 
and  take  your  son  in  the  broad  light  as  good 
sound  wearing  stuff.  Pray  God,  he  be  !  Don't 
fear,  sir.  I'll  give  her  ample  opportunity.  I'll 
meet  her  no  more  until  I  meet  her  in  such 
fashion  as  you  have  seen  me,  often.  And  I, 
you,  too — to  both  our  shame.  You  hold  a 
Court  on  Hallows  E'en.  I'll  come  to  it. 
Meanwhile,  let  the  Prince  of  Wales  play  his, 
as  he  listeth.  He'll  have  neither  let  nor  inter- 
ference from  me.  The  vigil  of  All  Saints  shall 
see  this  auction  through." 

He  turned  his  back — nor  would  he  speak 
again  more  than  in  ceremonious  respect  to  his 
royal  visitor.  When  the  King  left  him  he 
returned  mechanically  to  his  paper  burning, 
and  he  presently  gave  vent  to  a  strange,  lost 
cry  like  the  despairing  wail  which  might  well 
issue  from  the  lips  of  a  man  who  has  climbed 
to  the  sunlit  plain  out  of  the  chasm  of  a  volcano, 
and  who  finds  the  twigs  and  rubble  loosening 
under  his  hands — the  hold  slipping  from  his 
feet — and  himself  sinking — back — back — back 
— into  the  black  and  foul  abyss.  And  that  was 
all  the  outside  moan  he  made. 
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ELIZABETH  Malet  was  perplexed  and  miserable. 
For  a  full  week  she  had  heard  no  word,  and  had 
no  sight  of  my  Lord  of  Rochester.  The  house 
in  the  Strand  Lane  was  closed,  and  messages 
sent  to  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields  produced  no  effect. 
His  Lordship  was  absent.  Where  ?  For  him 
to  go  off  on  one  of  his  whimsical  pursuits  at 
such  a  time  was  unpardonable.  She  cast  about 
in  her  mind  for  comforting  reason  for  it,  and 
could  find  none.  Having  learnt  so  good  a 
lesson  in  a  later  day  feminine  independence, 
and  furtively  tickled  the  first  principles  of 
female  franchise — Mistress  Betsy  cast  reserve 
adrift,  and  sought  the  help  of  Lord  Ashley  on 
pretence  of  a  visit  to  my  Lady. 

"  Little  Sincerity,"  as  his  foes  called  him, 
was  as  puzzled  as  herself  over  this  strange 
behaviour  of  her  ardent  and  devoted  lover. 

"  I'll  answer  for  Saint  Wilmot's  truth  with 
my  life,"  said  the  Lord  President.  "  There's 
juggling  in  it,  maid.  For  the  first  time  he 
hath  kept  his  whereabouts  from  me.  I  cannot 

help   but   think   that   arch   conjurer,   Charles 
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Stuart,  knows  something  on't,  and  if  John 
appeareth  not  at  Court  to-morrow — I'll  get 
Waller  set  his  search  on  him." 

"  You  don't  think  aught  is  wrong  ?  " 

"  No,  lass.  I  tell  you — there's  double  deal- 
ing. You  are  back  at  Court  ?  ': 

"  At  Whitehall — with  the  Queen." 

"  Aye  ?  Hath  she  spoke  to  you  of  yonder 
gallivanting  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word." 

"  Then  you  may  be  sure  she  knows  all  about 
it.  Is  De  Rohan  still  there  ?  " 

"  More  than  ever.  He  pesters  me.  He 
spoke  of  my — my — adventure  once — and  asked 
me  if  my  '  trick  '  had  played  itself  to  my  liking. 
'Twas  when  I  returned  his  garb.  And,  oh,  my 
Lord,  he  said  it  with  a  look  made  me  to  think 
he  knew  the  right  lay  on't,  too.  I  would  the 
Queen  would  give  me  leave — but  she  refuseth 
it,  and  hath  commanded  me  to-morrow  when 
I  am  sick  at  heart,  and  more  inclined  to  weep 
in  solitude  than  to  smirk  at  gallants  in  a 
crowded  Court." 

"  I'm  very  sure  of  it.  But  keep  a  smiling 
face,  dear  Bess.  I'll  find  this  out  for  you. 
That  French  sprig's  at  the  bottom  on't,  I'll 
swear.  He  still  seeks  your  favour  ?  " 

"  I've  told  you  he  pesters  me." 

"  And  Rochester's  suppressed.  Why  should 
they  put  this  sprout  of  popery  in  your  pocket  ? 
I  say  again,  there's  something  in  it.  There's 
something  in  everything.  Betsy  girl,  there's 
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no  such  thing  as  '  accident.'  There's  logic  in 
all.  We'll  find  the  logic  of  this  caper.  Don't 
take  matters  on  the  surface,  as  you  see  them. 
A  cloud  may  shape  itself  to  a  fortress  in  the 
rash  judgment  of  the  eye.  Look  below,  and 
there  you'll  see  the  make  of  things.  Come  to 
Court  to-morrow.  Look  your  loveliest,  and 
smile  your  sweetest,  and  we  shall  see  what  we 
shall  see." 

She  obeyed  him,  and  there  was  no  fairer  or 
more  gorgeous  dame  at  that  record  Court  of 
All  Hallows  than  Mistress  Malet. 

The  peculiarly  busy  session  with  its  prepara- 
tions for  the  Dutch  war,  and  its  wrangles  over 
the  royal  subsidies,  combined  to  make  this  the 
best  attended  reception  of  the  year.  Envoys 
and  visitors  from  other  Courts  were  there 
under  agreeable  aspect.  The  sprinkling  of 
Catholic  Peers,  and  the  presence,  here  and 
there,  of  a  purple  or  scarlet  Roman  ecclesiastic 
signified  the  growing  and  unpopular  liberalism 
of  the  King. 

The  Comte  de  Grammont  was  back,  and 
took  his  place  beside  his  beautiful  fiancee. 
While  Henri  de  Rohan  stationed  himself  by 
her  friend  with  open  and  unequivocal  intention 
of  staying  there. 

Betsy  narrowly  regarded  the  King.  He 
came  late.  It  was  unusual  with  him,  and  her 
scrutiny  suggested  that  his  mind  was  far  from 
his  body.  He  looked  preoccupied,  and  worried, 
and  when  he  greeted  her  he  did  not  raise 
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those  dusky  eyes  to  her  face,  and  his  strong, 
animal  mouth  trembled  over  his  white  and 
even  teeth.  Betsy  Malet  primmed  her  own 
pretty  lips  together  to  keep  herself  from  follow- 
ing a  diabolic  impulse  to  rate  his  Majesty 
soundly — to  catch  him  by  the  hand,  and  drag 
him  from  that  splendid  place,  and  to  force  him 
by  a  sheer  shrewish  whirl  of  words  to  tell  her 
what  had  become  of  her  lover.  Oh,  she  was 
so  angry  with  them  all  beneath  that  placid 
gracious  smile.  The  music,  lights,  and  garish 
show  seemed  to  madden  and  bewilder  her. 
She  longed  to  get  away — to  be  able  to  burst 
into  the  tempestuous  weeping  that  only  could 
relieve  such  nervous  tension. 

What  had  they  done  with  him  ?  What  had 
happened  ? 

She  caught  Ashley's  quiet,  keen  eye,  and  the 
swelling  in  her  throat  died  down.  Mistress 
Betsy  Malet  led  the  Majority.  She  believed 
in  my  Lord  President  of  the  King's  Cabal. 

The  dancers  formed.  De  Rohan  offered  his 
hand.  She  had  no  choice  but  to  take  her  place 
in  the  bransle — King  Charles's  favourite  dance. 
He  headed  it  himself  with  Mademoiselle  de 
Keroual,  and  the  gay  doings  of  the  gayest  Court 
in  Europe  swung  off. 

The  time  wore  on,  and  there  was  no  sign  of 
him.  How  could  she  carry  through  this 
wretched  farce  ?  Her  limbs  trembled  beneath 
her,  and  she  felt  that  she  must  fall.  She  might 
have  yielded  to  this  weakness,  save  for  the 
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certainty  that  Rohan  would  surely  catch  her, 
and  the  idea  of  even  lying  in  his  arms  when  she 
was  insensible  and  knew  nought  of  it  was 
reviving  salts  to  her. 

Those  other  dear  strong  arms  that  had  borne 
her  through  yonder  infernal  rabbit  warren  ! 
Where  were  they  ?  Hark  !  what  was  that  ? 
The  dancers  stopped — the  music  ceased.  A 
terrible  crash  of  shivered  glass  and  smashed 
crockery  brought  the  proceedings  to  a  sudden 
halt.  It  was  succeeded  by  voices  raised  high 
in  dispute — by  a  scuffle — by  a  loud,  wild  laugh 
which  made  Bess  Malet  stand  like  a  petrified 
woman — until,  involuntarily — her  eyes  turned 
to  Ashley — to  the  King. 

The  Lord  President's  brows  were  raised,  and 
he  was  looking  at  her. 

The  King's  hand  covered  his  mobile  mouth, 
and  he  was  looking  at  her. 

She  turned  her  eyes  to  the  door. 

The  ushers  barred  the  way,  and  the  Master 
of  Ceremonies  expostulated.  Presently,  this 
functionary  came  sprawling  into  the  room,  sent 
forward  by  a  well-planted  blow,  and  a  man 
followed  —  unsteadily  —  noisily  —  flushed  and 
dishevelled — his  handsome  garments  fouled 
with  the  mire  of  the  street — his  linen  and 
laces  torn — his  face  swollen  and  distorted  by 
debauchery — his  limbs  unsteady — his  eyes 
dim  and  vascular — his  utterance  thick — his 
voice  raucous  and  coarse — and  his  language 
shocking. 
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Rochester  the  Beautiful !  Saint  Wilmot 
sans  halo|! 

He  talked  huskily  and  loudly,  the  ribald 
tongue  of  the  slums  and  the  fish  markets.  The 
ladies  screamed  and  shuddered.  The  gentle- 
men laid  their  hands  on  the  hilts  of  their  swords, 
but  refrained  from  drawing  by  their  place,  and 
until  they  might  catch  the  drift  of  this  very 
unusual  proceeding. 

Rochester  reeled  amidst  the  dancers,  scatter- 
ing them  to  a  safe  distance. 

He  caught  up  Louise  de  Keroual. 

"  Mademoiselle — plague  rot  it !  (hie)  that'sh 
a  long  word  when  a  man's  merry  !  '  Miss '  is 
much  shorter — *  Madame  ' — Your  Majesty  by 
the  left  hand,  look  you !  (hie)  ishn't  it  ? 
They're  telling  us — these  people  who  know 
everything  ;  that  you  are  taking  old  Rowley's 
secrets  from  him — at  dead  o'  night — in's 
sleep — when  he  ought  to  be  with  Lisbon  Kate 
— but  isn't.  And  that  you  pack  'em  up  and 
send  'em  across  the  Channel  by  de  Croissy 
there  "  (the  French  Ambassador)  "  to  Louis 
labelled  bons-bons.  Ish  it  true  ?  Psha,  never 
tell  me,  wench.  Isn't  it  what  you  came  here 
for  ?  You  and  I  are  good  friends.  I  get  a 
sorting  fit  myself  at  odd  times." 

He  staggered  on,  and  swayed  unsteadily 
before  James  Stuart,  full  in  front  of  Elizabeth 
Malet. 

"  They  tell  me,  too,  those  same  wise  ones ! 
that  you  are  (hie)  going  to  change  your  trade. 
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Faith !  you'd  set  up  as  a  trafficker  in  women — 
like  my  jolly  Lord  of  Bucks  who  pinked  the 
cock  to  wing  the  hen — ha,  ha — when  he  tucked 
up  Shrewsbury  to  bed  his  widow.  You're  not 
an  open  player,  sir — no  more  than  the  rest  of 
your  kidney  (hie)  and  by-and-bye — you'll  find  it 
well  to  learn  some  tricks  o'  the  catamount  from 
my  little  friend  Ashley,  who  keepeth  a  chame- 
leon at  Wimborne,  and  studieth  its  ways — 
else  we'll  have  a  country  ruled  by  the  Spanish 
rooks  of  Valladolid  and  St.  Omer's  through  a 
Mass-bitten  Stuart." 

He  lurched  towards  the  King,  who  stood 
motionless — his  hand  still  over  his  mouth — his 
eyes  bemisted — his  face  like  a  thundercloud. 

"  We'll  meet  each  other  on  fitter  grounds 
after  this,  sir — for  I've  gotten  all  the  doings  of 
the  batch  of  them  in  my  pouch — and  sure,  I'll 
share  the  gains  with  your  Majesty,  who  hath 
lately  shown  a  talent  for  the  game  of  Barter. 
'Tis  a  paying  game — isn't  it — when  there's  a 
Rogue  one  side  and  an  Ass  the  other  ?  But,  a 
French  ass  is  the  Devil  to  play  with.  A 
voracious  Brute — with  no  end  to  his  digestion 
and  no  head  for  a  bridle.  Take  heed  to  it, 
gossip — and  give  him  an  iron  curb  bit."  He 
swung  round. 

"  I'm  his  Majesty's  servant,  gentles,  as  he 
calleth  the  mummers — and  he  keepeth  me 
dry  as  a  gourd,  and  he  giveth  my  heart's  best 
blood  to  his  dog.  It  is  true,  De  Rohan.  What 
a  silent  house  is  this  ?  Ye  have  the  fronts  of 
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mutes.  What  ails  you  all  ?  Is  there  nought 
to  drink — no  wine  or  wickedness  in  Whitehall  ? 
No  courtezans  or  panders  ?  No  men  to  buy 
and  women  to  sell  ?  Is  no  one's  honour  at 
bid  ?  Sure,  it  hath  been  in  its  day  a  good 
Morality  Fair,  and  virtue's  easy  purchase  in  its 
booths.  Is  the  glory  of  Hell  departed  ?  " 

"  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  pray  you  have  a  care. 
You  are  in  the  Presence !  "  cried  several 
gentlemen. 

"  Presence  ?  Of  what  ?  Of  You — my 
morris  dancer  ?  Of  You — my  Lord  of  the 
Jumping  Pole  ?  Of  You — my  Lord  Treasurer 
Danby — who  keepeth  accounts  so  well  that  my 
Lord  Comptroller  gets  fogged  in  the  figures, 
and  forgets  to  ask  for  the  change  ?  Of  him  who 
stands  yonder,  glowering  at  a  happy  fellow — 
(God  damn  the  mark  !) — His  Royal  Highness 
the  Duke  of  York — heir  presumptive  to  our 
crown,  who  steppeth  to  his  middle  in  a  quick- 
sand an  he  knew  it  !  Or  of  old  Beelzebub  over 
there  in  the  hat  and  feather — the  Keeper  of  the 
Whitehall  Brothel  ?  What  !  you  are  a  niggard 
host  to-night  !  Is  there  nought  to  drink  ?  By 
God's  life  !  I'll  grieve  over  the  fall  of  this 
mirthful  old  dramshop  as  the  prophet  sorrowed 
in  that  stock  text  book  of  the  ranters  and 
hypocrites — the  Bible.  Wine — wine — give  me 
wine." 

She  had  stood  where  his  first  entrance  had 
rooted  her.  Her  eyes  followed  his  every  move- 
ment. Her  ears  grew  sick  at  every  coarse  word. 
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Her  sight  grieved  over  each  unsteady,  reckless 
action — each  drunken  lurch — each  objectless 
sway.  She  felt  as  if  a  yawning  gulf  had 
opened  and  swallowed  the  man  she  loved,  and 
in  losing  her  beautiful  Lord  to  her  had  vomited 
a  Monster  in  his  stead.  She  felt  that  the  eyes 
of  the  whole  Court  were  on  her — that  the 
dreadful  silence  pressed  her  to  the  earth  in 
shame  and  sorrow.  Her  heart  lay  like  a  stone 
in  her  bosom.  Her  cheek  was  marble.  Her 
hand  fell  cold  and  numb  as  clay. 

Somebody  took  it.  She  did  not  heed. 
Somebody  spoke  in  a  quick  whisper.  At  first 
she  did  not  heed  that  either — but  the  sharp, 
matter-of-fact  words  brought  salvation,  hope, 
the  blood  back  to  her  heart  and  cheek,  and 
strength  to  her  hand. 

"  Look  at  him  well,  mistress.  He's  no  more 
drunk  than  you  or  I.  He's  playing  a  part." 

"  Wherefore  ?  "  she  breathed. 

"  Go  —  ask  him."  The  Lord  President 
moved  away. 

One  sentence  of  his  drunken  daring  had 
struck  her  : 

"  He  giveth  my  heart's  best  blood  to  his  dog." 

She  swept  up  to  the  staggering,  swaying  man, 
and  fronted  him  with  shining  eyes. 

"  I'll  be  your  drawer,  my  Lord." 

For  the  slightest  instant  of  time  she  caught 
a  quiver  in  his  lips — a  strange  gleam — of 
despair — of  agony — of  utter  hopelessness — in 
his  blood-shot  eye.  She  saw  his  hands  twitch 
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convulsively.  He  caught  his  breath  in  a  gasp 
like  a  man  who  has  received  a  blow.  It  was  all 
momentary,  and  passed  as  he  lurched  at  her. 

"  Do,  my  Pretty  !  I'm  like  a  parched  pea, 
look  you.  I've  had  nought  to  drink  all  day. 
How  is  your  gouty,  irritable,  thick-headed  ol' 
gran'ther  ?  Sure,  he's  a  mass  of  pre-pre-pre- 
judish.  Oh,  that'sh  a  plaguey  word,  isn't  it, 
when  one's  tongue's  tied  in  a  knot  ?  When  are 
you  and  I  going  a-maying  together  again  ? 
We  won't  let  the  ol'  fellow  catch  us  next  time, 
mistress." 

He  was  playing  a  part.  Something  underlay 
this  fooling.  Her  own  quick  intuition  seemed 
on  the  moment  to  supply  the  hiatus  left  to  her 
discretion  by  the  surest  synthetist  in  England. 

After  her  pretty  custom  with  him,  she 
stretched  forth,  and  placed  her  hands  upon  his 
shoulders  there  before  them  all. 

"  What  does  it  mean,  Wilmot  ?  "  she  asked 
quietly. 

There  was  not  a  doubt  of  it.  He  tried  to 
act — to  mime — to  clown  it  down.  It  was 
impossible.  Her  eyes  were  on  him.  Those 
wonderful  eyes.  Under  the  light  pressure  of 
her  hands  he  fell  to  the  ground,  and  knelt 
before  her  with  bowed  head  and  shattered  role. 

She  defied  convention.  She  had  trampled 
all  their  straws  for  this  man.  She  stooped  and 
raised  his  bowed  face  by  the  chin  to  hers  with 
her  forefinger. 

"  I  want  to  know  what  it  means,"  she  said, 
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impressively.  "  Let  me  look  at  you  !  "  She 
let  his  head  go,  and  it  fell  like  an  inert  thing 
down  on  his  knee.  She  sailed  to  the  King 
determined  to  give  the  Majesty  of  England  a 
sultry  time. 

"  Will  your  Highness  please  explain  this 
hiasquerade  ?  " 

"  I— madam  ?  " 

"  Yea,  I  am  well  assured  you  can.  If  you 
would  not  have  me  hide  my  head  for  very  shame 
in  the  most  enclosed  nunnery  in  this  land  or 
France — I  pray  you  read  this  riddle.  My  Lord 
of  Rochester  is  sober  as  yourself.  Why  playeth 
he  this  fool's  part  ?  Is  it  for  diversion  ?  If 
so,  I — for  one — will  give  him  commendation  as 
a  greater  comedian  than  his  friend  and  neigh- 
bour— Master  Mohun  of  the  Duke's  Playhouse. 
I'm  no  good  critic  in  such  things,  but,  had  it 
not  been  that  I  love  my  Lord  so  well  that  he 
cannot  blind  mine  eyes,  I  have  surely  thought 
he  merited  a  lecture  at  my  hands."  She  swept 
round  and  included  the  bystanders.  "  Is  it 
not  good  mumming,  sirs  ?  And  is  it  not  a  pity 
that  his  Majesty  hath  not  seen  fit  to  give  us  a 
bill  of  the  play  to  prepare  us  for't  ?  " 

The  gentlemen's  hands  left  their  sword 
hilts.  The  ladies,  who  had  hustled  to  a 
horrified  distance,  crept  back,  and  began  to 
laugh — a  slight  sound  of  applause  broke  the 
stillness. 

Was  it  acting  after  all  ? 

Charles's  hand  left  his  mouth.     He  spoke 
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quickly — like  a   man  who  is  in  haste  to  get 
something  over. 

"  By  your  leave,  my  Lords.  Come,  Jock, 
your  play  is  played.  Methinks  you  have  done 
it  so  well  that  the  folks  have  a  mind  to  pay  you 
for  the  reality.  I'll  own  myself  the  loser  in 
this  wager.  Mistress  Malet  !  this  thing  is  all 
through  You.  I  bet  with  my  Lord  of  Roches- 
ter, my  dear  friend  and  gossip — that  if  he  dared 
to  come  to  Court  in  such  merry  guise — you'd 
throw  him  off  before  us  all.  He  held  my  stake, 
and  vowed  your  eyes  of  love  would  see  through 
the  most  excellent  simulation.  He  hath  won. 
I  think,  my  lords,  we  may  safely  place  my 
Lord  of  Rochester  at  the  head  of  '  Our 
Servants.'  ' 

Applause  now  rent  the  air.  The  King 
waved  his  hand,  and  the  crowd  fell  back. 

She  looked  at  him.  He  had  risen  and  his 
eyes — clear  and  straight — were  on  her  in  a 
queer,  indescribable,  inexplicable  look. 

It  seemed  to  say  as  clear  as  look  could 
do: 

"  The  King's  a  liar.    There's  more  behind." 

Openly,  she  went  to  him  and  took  his 
arm. 

"  You're  mightily  upset,  my  Lord,"  she  said, 
with  a  quaint  air  of  ownership.  "  This  part, 
though  effective — puts  one's  clothes  awry. 
Beseech  you,  straighten  up  a  bit,  and  tell  me 
of  the  wager  'twixt  yourself  and  his  Majesty 
more  than  he  hath  done.  'Twas  a  naughty 
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thing  to  make  me  goose  for  plucking,  after  all. 
You'll  hear  on't,  by-and-bye." 

Her  eyes  caught  de  Rohan.  She  knew  he 
must  be,  somehow,  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

"  Sir,"  she  said,  still  holding  Rochester's  arm, 
"  My  Lord  here,  I'm  sure,  will  thank  you  for 
your  care  of  me.  As  he  hath  returned  to 
Court,  I'll  not  tax  you  in  the  future." 

She  dipped  to  him,  and  in  his  happiness — 
Rochester  felt  sad  for  him.  In  the  Prince's 
face  he  caught  the  reflection  of  the  anguish 
which  the  lad's  father  had  stamped  on  his  own 
when  he  had  left  him  a  week  ago  burning  those 
scraps  of  paper  in  Portugal  Row. 

As  for  Charles  himself  !  he  passed  them  both 
on  his  way  to  the  door.  He  bowed  all  elegantly 
to  Mistress  Malet,  and  gave  the  Earl  a  strange, 
spasmodic,  enigmatic  smile,  and  slightly  tossed 
his  head. 

"  Kismet !  "  he  flung  over  his  shoulder  as  he 
left  the  room. 


When  the  bonfires  were  lighted  in  the  streets, 
and  the  rockets  were  soaring  over  the  housetops, 
and  the  celebrations  for  the  anniversary  of  the 
"  crushing  of  the  Horrid  Plot  "  of  the  Fifth  of 
November  were  in  full  swing — a  small  sloop 
bound  for  the  French  coast  headed  out  of  the 
Thames  estuary  away  to  sea.  On  board  of  her 
were  John  de  Oliva,  the  Rector  General  of  the 
Jesuits,  and  the  lawful  heir  to  the  English 
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Throne — bound   for   the   life   of   an    obscure 
priest. 


Many  years  after  Elizabeth  Rochester  saw 
"  James  la  Cloche "  again.  And  when  the 
greatest  sorrow  of  her  life  had  lined  her  cheek 
and  crowned  her  raven  hair  with  the  widow's 
coif — she  found  in  his  friendship  and  sympathy 
her  greatest  boon  and  consolation. 
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